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To Mr Eeadeks: 

Six montlis since, I waa in a deplorable state of 
ignorance aa to tlie moat felicitous style of Preface ; 
at this lapse of time, I find myself not a whit the 
wiser. You will permit me, therefore, in pressing 
again your friendly hands, simply to say, that I hope 
my second offering of " Fern Leaves " will bo more 
worthy of your acceptance, than the first. 

Fanht T'ekn, 



.■..Google 



,> Google 



CONTENTS. 



Shadows aoS Sniibaama, 13 

Aunt Hapay, 38 

Tliouglits at Cliurcli 40 

The BrotherB, 42 

Curious Things, 48 

Die adTanteges of a House in a FaaMonabla Sqnare 49 

Winter is ComLng, 69 

The Other Sex, 61 

Soliloquy of Mr. Bi-oadbrim, 63 

Willie Grey, 66 

Tabitha Tompldna' Soliloquy, 83 

Soliloquy of a Housemiiid S5 

Critics, 87 

Forgetful Husbands, 89 

Summer Friends, 91 

How the Wires ara Tulled, B2 

Who would be tho Last Man 95 

Only a Cousin 06 

TheCalraofDeatli, 99 

Mrs. Adolphus Smith sporting the Blue Stouking, 101 



.■..Google 



Geeile Vcay, 

Bam Smitli'a Soliloquy, 

Love ocd Duty, 

A. False Proverb. 

A Model Husband, 

How is it! 

A noi-ning Baml)lc, 

Hour-G!»sa Thoughts, 

Boarding-IIouse Esperionoea, 

A Grumble from the (E) altar, 

A Wititod Paragcaph 

Mietaten Philimlliropliy, 

Insigmficant Love, 

AModol Married Man, 

Meditations of Paul Pry, jun 

Sunshine and Toimg Mothers, 

ITnole Bcn'e attaet of Spring Fever, and how Cured,. 

The Aged Minister Toted a DismiaEion 

The Fatal Marriage, 

Frances Saigeani Osgood 

Best Things, 

The Testry Meeting, 

A Broadway Shop Reverie, 

The Old Woman, 

Sunday Moraing at tlie Bibdins, 

Items of Travel, 

NeM'spaper-doni 

I-Iavo we any Men among us! 

How to Cure the Blues, 

Rain in the City, 



,> Google 



Mrs, Weaaol's Husbajid 181 

Coimtiy Sunikj vs. City Sunday, 189 

BobeT HaBlaanas, 192 

Onr Stveet, 194 

"Wlenyon aie Angry, 199 

Little Bessie 301 

The Delights of Yisitiug 20S 

Helen EsYen's Happy New Tear, 207 

DoHars and Dimes, 212 

Oui'Helly, 214 

Study Men, iiat Booka 218 

Murder of the Innoeants, 220 

Ain mincTi Ladief, • • 224 

Tlie Bti'ay Sheep, 226 

'liie FasMonahle Preacher, ,. 230 

CHsh, 283 

Only d Child, 235 

Mrs. Pipkiu'a idea of Family EetrencimeDf^ 23T 

A Chaptei' for Nice 01<t Faimere, 239 

Madam Rouillon's Mourning Saloon, . , 241 

Fashion in :Punerala, 243 

Household Tyrants, S46 

Women and Money, SIT 

The Sick Baehelor, , 249 

A Mother's Influence, 252 

Mr. Puucli Mistaken 25? 

Fern Mnsinga, 269 

Tlie Time to Choose, 2S1 

Spring is Coming, 262 

Steamboat Sights and B, 



,> Google 



X COKTENTB, 

A Gotliara Reverie, 268 

eiokness in the City and Country, 269 

Hungry Huebands, 27S 

Light and Stadow , 216 

A Matrimonial Eevcrie, 278 

What Love will AcoompliBli, , 219 

Mra. Grumble's Soliloq^uy, 283 

Haary Ward Beecher,.,. 236 

An Old maid's Deeision, 239 

A Puncli at Vnn<sb 291 

Fatter Taylor, the Sailor's Preacher, 293 

Signs of the Times, 296 

Whom does it eonoera 300 

Who loves a Eainy Day, 806 

A ConsdentJoua Young Man, 810 

City Seenos and City Life, Ko. 1, 312 

do do do 2, 317 

do do do 3 333 

do do do 4,..., 326 

TwoPicturse, BSO 

Feminine "Waiters at Hotels, '. 332 

Letter to the Empress Eugenia, 334 

Musio in the Natural Way 337 

For Ladies that go Shopping, 339 

Modern ImproTementa, 341 

The Old Merchant wants a Situation, 34S 

A Moving Tale, 360 

ThisSida and That, 368 

Mra. Zebedee Smith's Philosophy, 361 

Opening of the Crystal Palaee, 363 



,> Google 



A Lance Couched for the Children S69 

A Chapter on Honaekeeping, 371 

Barnvim'a Museum, SiS 

A Fern Referie, 377 

Apollo Hyacinth, 381 

Spoiled Little Boy,.. 884 

A Brown Study, 886 

Incidents at the Five Points Houee of Indnetry, 38S 

Nancy Pry's Soliloquy, S96 

For Little Cbildren, 397 



.■..Google 



lUiiBttatiflns, 



VIGISETTB TITtE, 

THE UTTLK BEOWN UOIISE, (FROBTisriECE.) 

UK, STUBBS AKD UIS FEIEtTDS 82 

THE BLUE 9T0CKIN9, 101 

THE AGED MINISTEE, - 150 

<mS. STREET, IM 

SIMOH SKiSI'LINT, 800 

THE MAT-DAT MOTING, 850 



.■..Google 



SHADOWS AND SUNBEAMS. 
CHAPTER I. 
I CAN aca it now ; the little brown house, with ils sloping 
roo^ its clumsy old cliiniiieys, and its Tine-dad porch ; where 
the brown hee hunvmed his dvowsy song, and my alvei^kiired 
dd father sat dozing the sultry summer noons away, T,vitb 
sha^y Bruno at hia feet. The bright earth had no blight 
or mildew then for me. The song of the little birds, I'estong 
beneath the eaves, filled my heart with a quiet joy. It was 
sweet, when toil was over, to sit iu the low door-way, and 
watch the golden sun go down, and see the many-tJHted clouds 
Me softly away (lilie a dying saint) into the light of heaven, 
and evening's glitLeriog star glow, like a seraph's eye, above 
tbem. Twas sweet, when Autuma touched the hill-side foH- 
fige wili rainbow dyes, to see the gorgeous leaves come drding 
down on the soft Indian-summer breeze. Twas sweet, when 
the tripping, alver stream lay stiU and cold in Winter's ity 
diBp, and the flowers feinted beneafli his diilly breath, and 
the leafless trees stretched out their imploring arms, and shook 
off, impatieatly, their snowy burthen, and the heavy wt^on- 
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wheels went creaking past, and the ruddy farmer struck his 
brawny arms across his ample chest, for warmth, and goaded 
the lazy, round-eyed oxen up the iey hill. Even then, it was 
sunshine still, in the little brown house ; in the ample chimney 
glowed, and oraekled the blazing faggots ; rows of shining pans 
glittei'ed upon the shelves ; the fragrant loaf steamed in the lit- 
tle oven ; the friendly tea-kettle, smoking, sang in the chimney 
comer, and by its side still sat the dear old fether, with the 
feithfiil newspaper, that weekly brought us news from the busy 
world, fixim which our ^ant forest-trees had shut us out, 

Ah ! those were happy days : few wants and no cares : 
the patriarch's head was white with grave blossoms, yet his 
heart was fresh and green, Alas ! that, under the lowliest door- 
way, as through the loftiest portal, the Guest unbidden cometh. 
The morning sun rose fair, but it shone upon silver locks that 
stirred with no breath of life, upon lovmg lips forever mute, 
upon a palsied, kindly hand that gave no returning pressure. 
Soon, over the heart so warm and true, the snow lay white and 
cold ; the winter wind sang its mournful requiem, and from out 
the little brown house, the orphan passed with tearfijl gaze and 
lingermg footstep. 



CHAPTER II. 

Oh, the bitter, hitter bread of dependence ! No welcome by 
the hearth-stone : no welcome at the board : the mocking tone, 
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SHADOWe AMD BUNBEAME. 15 

tho cutting taunt, the grudged morsel. Weary days, and sle«p 
less, memory-torturing nights. 

" Well, Josiah's dead and gone," said my uncle, taking down 
his spectacles from die mfuitel, to survey me, as I sank on the 
settle, in the ehinaney comer. " Take off your bonnet, Hetty. 
I suppose we must give you Iiouseroom. Joaah never had 
the knack of saving anything — more's the pity for you. . Tliat 
ferm of his was awfully mismanaged. I could have had twice 
lie produce he did off that land. Sheer nonsense, that shallow 
ploughuig of his, tiring the land all out ; he should have used 
Hie sub-soil plough. Then he had no idea of the propcT 
rotation of crops, or how to house his cattle in winter, or to 
keep his tools where they wouldn't rust and rot. That new 
bam, too, was a useless extravagance. He might liave roofed 
the old one. It's astonishing what a difference there is in broth- 
er, about getting beforehand in the world. Now I've a cool 
thousand in the bank, all for taking care of little things. (There, 
Jonathan ! Jonathan ! you've taken the meal out of the wrong 
barrel : it was the damaged meal I told you to carry to Widow 
rolger.) 

" Well, as I was sayiog, Hetty, in the first place, your fetter 
didn't know how to manage ; then he didn't know how to say 
No. He'd lend money to anybody who wanted it, and pay his 
workmen just what they took it into their heads it was right to 
ask. Now, there's Jonathan, yonder; a day or two since, he 
struck for higher wages. Well, I lei him strike, and got an 
Irishman in his place. This morning he came whinbg back, 
saying that his wife was sack, and his .youngest child lay dead 
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in the house, and tliat he was willing to work on at the old 
woges. That's the way to do, Hetty. If Jonathan chose to 
saddle himself with a wife and babies, before he was able Lo 
feecl them, I don't see the justice of my paying for it. But it's 
tjme fbr ^imily prayers : that will be something new to you, I 
suppose. I don't want to judge anj/ body : I hope your father 
has gone to Heaven, but I'm afraid he didn't lot his light shine. 
Don't whimper, child ; aa the tree fiiils so it must lia You 
must see that you do your duty : malie yourself iiaefal here m 
, my house, and try to pay your way. Young people of your 
age consume a great deal in the way of food and dot^ies." 

Oh, the monotony of those weary days ! how memory lin- 
gered over the sunny past : how thought shrank back affrighted 
from the gloomy fiituro: how untiringly and thanklessly I 
strove to cancel Ihe debt for daily bread, and how despairingly 
I prayed for relief from such bitter thraldom. 



CHAPTER III 

" Make up the bed in the north room, Hetty," said my aunt; 
" it's our turn to boai-d the schoolmaster this week. You 
needn't put on the best sheets : these book-learning folks are 
always wool-gathei'hig. He neverll know the differoioe. What 
a hungry set these schoolmasters are, to be sure : it keeps a 
body all the time cooldng, A bushel of doughnuts is a mere 
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circumstance. When the last master was here, our winter 
harrel of cider went off lilte snow in ApriL I hope Jonathan 
learned enough at school to pay for it, but I havo my doubts : 
he trips in the miiltjplieation table yet. Your uacle and I 
think that this boarding schoolmasters is a poor buaineaa — a 
losing bargain. lie says I must put less oa the table, but it is 
no use to try that game with George Grey. lie's as indepen- 
dent as Adam in Eden, before the serpent and his wife got in. 
He'd just as lief call for anything he wanted as not, and some^ 
how or other, when he does, I always feel as if I had no choice 
about bringing it. Tiiat eye of his always makes me think of 
forked lightning ; and yet he's kindly spoken, too. Ho is as 
much of a riddle to imraveJ, aa one of Parson Jones' doctrinal 
sermons. But, go make his bed, Hetty, and mind you stuff a 
few rags in that broken pane of glass over it. I spoke to your 
unde about getting it mended, but he said warm weather would 
he along in three months, and that's very true, Hetty. Hist ! 
your uncle is calling you. He says he is going out in flie barn 
to thresh, and if Peter Tay comes up the road, and stops in 
hero again, for him to subscribe towards the minister's new 
cloak, you must say that he has gone to Jifflown, and will not 
be home for a week at least. Now don't forget, Hetty : peo- 
ple seem to tHnk one earns money now-a-days on purpose to 
give away. A new cloalil humph! I wonder if the Apostle 
Paul's hearers ever gave him a new cloak ? 1 wonder if John 
the Baptist ever had a donation party ? Don't the minister 
have his salary, two hundred dollars a year — part in produce, 
part in money ; paid regularly, when the times ain't too hard 1 
2b 
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Go make the school-master's Ijed now, Hetty, One pillow will 
do fof him. Gloodnesa knows he camea his hea^ high enough 
when he is awalce. I shouldn't wonder if he had been captain 
or colonel, or something, some muster day." 

The schoolmaster ! Should I be permitted to go to school "i 
or should I be kept drudging at home 1 Would this Mr. Grey 
think me very ignorant? I begaa to feel as if his forked-light 
ning eyes were already on me. My dieeks grew hot at the 
idea of making a blundei' in his awful presence. What a mis- 
erable room my aunt liad provided for him ! If I could but 
put up some nice white .curtains at the window, or get Mm a 
cushioned chair, or put ill a bureau, or chest of drawers. It 
looked so comfortless — so different from the welcome my dear 
old iather was wont to give to "the stranger withm the gates;" 
and now memory pictured him, as he sat in the old arm chair, 
arid I knelt again at the low foot-stool at his feet, and his hand 
strayed caressingly over my temples, and I listened to old con- 
tinental stories, IJIl the candle burned low in the socltet, and 
only tJie fire-light flickered dimly on the old portrait of General 
Washington, and on my father's timer-worn iaoe. 

My aunt's shrill voice soon roused me from my reverie. 
Dinner lame had come, and with it Mr. Grey — a gentJemaidy 
young man, of about two and twenty, with a bright, keen, blue 
eye, and a fi-ank, decided, offhand manner, that seemed to me 
admirably in keeping with his erect, impoang figure and firm 
step. Even my uncle reefed in a sail or two in his presence, 
and my aunt involuntarily qualified her usual bluntnesa of man- 
ner. 1 uttered a heartfelt thanksgiving when dinner was over 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

" Hetty," said my uncle, as the door closed upon Mr. Grey. 
" I suppose you must go to school, or the ndghbors will say 
we don't treat you well. You ought to be Ycry thsmltful for 
Buch a home as this, Hetty ; women are poor miserable crea- 
tures, left witliout money. I ■wish it had pleased Providence 
to have niade you a boy. You might then have done JonatliMi'a 
work Just as well as not, and saved me his wages and board. 
There's a piece of stone wall waiting to be Iwd, and the bam 
wants shingling. Josiah mm would be at the extravagance o' 
hiring a mason aiid a carpenter to do it 

"Crying? I wonder what's the matter now? Well, it's 
beyond me to keep track of anything in the shape of a woman. 
One moment they are up in &s attJc of ecstasy ; the next, down 
in &t& cellar of d^ondenoy, as fiie Almanac says ; and it is 
8s true as if it had been writt«i in the Apocrypha. I only said 
that it is 3 thousand pities tliafc you were not a boy ; then you 
could gr^ my trees for me, and hoe, aad dig, and plant, mi 
plough, and all that sort of thing. This puttering round, wash- 
ing dishes a little, and mopping floors a little, and wringing out 
a few clothes, don't amount to much toward supporting your- 
self! Let me see, you have had, suiee you came here " — and 
ray unele put on his spectacles, and pulled out a well-thumbed 
pocket memorandum — "You've had t-w-o p-a-i-r-s of slices, at 
t-h-r-e-e &-h-i-I-l-i-n-g-s a pair, and nine yai-ds of calico, for a 
dress, at s-i-x c-fru-ts a ytu-d. That 'moraits up, Hetty, 'mounts 
up. You see it costs something to keep you. I earned my 
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monoy, and if you ever expect to have any, you must earn 
youra " -^ and my unde took out his snuffilxis, helped himself 
to a pinch, and, wit]i the timely aid of- a stray sunbeam, achieved 
a successioa of very safisfectoiy sneezes. 

The following day, under && overwhelming eonsdousoeisa of 
my ieminity and consequent good-for-uothingne^ I made my 
debut at Master Grey's school. 

It was a huge bam of a room, ill lighted, ill warmed, and 
worse ventilated, crowded with pupils of both sexes, from the 
little, chubby ABC D-arian, to the gaunt Jonathan of thirty, 
who had begun to fed the need of a little dphering and geogra- 
phy, in making out his accounts, or superscribing a business letter. 
There were rows of awkward, mop-headed, freoltled, I'ed-fisted 
boys; and rosy-cheeked, buxom lasses, bureting out of their 
dresses, half.shy, halfsauey, who were much more eonvei-sant 
with " apple bees," and " husking frolics," than witK grammar 
or philosophy. There was the parson's son, and the squire's 
and the blacksmith's son, beddes a few who hadn't the re 
motest idea whose sons they were, having originally been in 
deutured to thdr farming masters, by the overseers of the 
county alms-touse. 

Amid these discordant dements. Master Grey moved as se- 
rendy as the August mooa of a doudle^ night ; now patting 
some little curly head, cruelly perplexed by " crooked S ;" now 
demoustrating to some slow, older brain, a stumbling block iu 
Eudid ; now closing the creaking door after an iE-mannered 
urchin ; now overlooking die pot-hooks and trammels of an un- 
Bopliistieated scribe, who dutdied the pen as if it were a hoe- 



.■,. Google 



BHADOWB AND BUKBEAUS. 31 

handle ; now feeding the great, draftless Behemoth of a stove 
with green hickory knots, and vaiiJy attempting to thaw out 
his own congealed fingers. 

In a remote comer of the school-room sat Zeb Smith, tho 
village blacksmith's son, who came into the world with his fiats 
doubled up, and had been pugilist-ing ever since. It was Zeb'a 
proud boast that " he had whippped every schoolmaster who 
had ever appeared in Frog-town," and in his peaceful retreat 
from under his bent brows, he was now mentally taking the 
measure of Master Grey, ending his little reverie with a loud, 
protracted whistle. 

Master Grey tumed quickly round, and larang his overgrown 
pupil of thirty, said in a voice dear as the click of a pistol, 
" You will be pleased not to repeat that annoyance, Mr. Smith." 
Zeb bent his gooseberry eyes full upon the master, and gave 
him a blast of " Yankee Doodle," 

All eyes were bent on Master Grey. The guantJct of defi- 
ance was throvm in his very teeth. Zeb had a frame hke an 
ox, and a fist like a sledge-limnmer, and he Itnew it Master 
Grey was slight, but panthavy ; to their unsiaeatific eyes, he 
was already victjmizcd. 

Not a bit of it ! See ! M^ter Grey's delicate white' fingers 
are on Zeb's check shir^colJar ; there is a momentary struggle ; 
lips grow white ; teeth are set ; limbs twist, and writhe, and 
nungle, and now Zeb lies on the floor witli Master Grey's hand- 
some foot on Hs brawny chest. Ah, Master Grey ! science is 
sometimes a match for bone and muscle. Your boxing master. 
Monsieur Punchmellow, would have been proud of his pupil, 
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Peace restored, Master Grey shakes back from his broad 
forehead his curly looks, and smnmona flie &st class in get^ 
raphy. A row of country girls, round as little barrels and red 
as peonies, stand before Hm, their respect aad admiration for 
" the master " having beeu increased ten per cent, by his vic- 
tory over Zeb. Feminity pardons any thing in a man sooner 
than lack of courage. The recitation goes oif very well, with 
Uie exception of Miss Betsey Jones, who perasts in not reciting 
at all. Master Grey looks at her ; he has conquered a man, 
but that's BO reason why he sliould suppose he can conqiiei- a 
■woman. He sees that written in very legible chataoters in 
Miss Bessie's saucy black eye. Miss Bessy is sent to- her seat, 
and warned to stay after school, till her lesson is learned and 
recited perfectly. With admirable nonchalance, she takes her 
cfwn time to obey, and commences drawing little caricatures of 
the master, which she places in her shoe, and passes round un- 
der the desk, to her more demure petticoat neighbors. 

School is dismissed : the last little stringier is kicking up his 
heels in the snow drifts, and Master Grey and Mi^ Bessie are 
left alone. Master Grey inc[uire3 if the lesson is learned, and 
is fold again by Miss Bessie, with a toss of her ringlets, that 
she has no intention of learning it. Master Grey again i-e- 
minds her that the lesson must be recited before slie can go 
home. Bessie looks nuschievoiely at the setting sun^ and plays 
viith the master's commands and her apron strings. An hour 
passes, andBesdehas not opened tiie book. Master Greycon- 
sulls his watch, and reminds her " that it is growing dark." 
Bessie smiles till the dimples play hide and seek on her cheek, 
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but she says nothing. Anoliier' hour: Master Grey bites his 
lip, and, replacing his -watch in his pocket, says, " I see your 
intention, Miss Betsey. It is quite impossible, as you Itiiow, 
for us to remain here after dark. To-morrow morning, if your 
lesson is not learned, I shall punish you in the presence of the 
whole school. You can go." 

" Thank you, ar," soys Bessie, with mock humility, as she 
crushed her straw hat down over her bright ringlets, 

" Mischief take these women," Master Grey was heard to 
utter, as he went through the snow by starlight to a cold sup- 
per. " Shall I conquer Zeb, to strike my colors to a gnl of 
sixteen ? '' 

There was plenty to talk about over the brown bread and 
milk, at tiie ferraers' tea-tables that night ; the youngsters all 
made up their minds that if there was " a time to play," it was 
not in MasterGrey's school-room, and tiie old farmers said they 
were glad the District had a schoolmaster at last that was good 
for something, and fliat they should think better of dty chaps 
in ftiture ibr his saka Even Zeb himself acknowledged, over 
his fether's foige, as he mended bis broken siispeaders, that 
Master Grey yras a " trump." 

The nine o'clock bell summoned again the Erog-to^vn pupils 
to the District School. Master Grey in vain loolted in Bessie's 
fece for any sign of submission. She had evidently made up 
her mind to brave him. Aiter the usual preliminary exei'cises, 
she was called up to recite. Kxing her saucy black eyes upon 
him, slie said, " I told you I would noi learn that lessoii, and 
I have not learned it." "And 1 told you," said Master Grey, (a 
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alight flush passing over his forehead) that 1 should punish you 
if you did not learn it 1 Did I not 1 " Bessie's i-ed lip quiv 
ered, but she deigned him no reply. 

"Yon will hold out your hand, Betsey," said Mr. Grey, ta- 
king up a large ferule that lay beside him. The color left 
Bessie's cheelt, but the little hand was extended with martyr-like 
determination, and amid a silence that might be felt, the ferule 
came down upon it, with justice aa unflinching as if it were not 
owned, by a woman, Betsey was not proof against tiis humil- 
iation ; she burst into tears, and tlie answering tear in Master 
Grey's eye showed how difficult and repugnant had been the 
task. 

From that day. Master Grey was " monarch of all he sur- 
veyed," and, truth compels me to own, by none better loved 
or more implicitly obeyed, tlian by Miss BiMsie. 

Master Grey's " boarding week " at my uncle's had now ex- 
pired. What a diimge had it effected in me ! Life was no 
longer aimless : the old, glad sparkle had come back fo my 
heavy eye ; I no longer dreaded the solitude of my own thoughts. 
The dull rain dropping on my chamber roof had its music for 
my ears ; the stars wore a new and a glittering brightness, 
and Winter, with his snowy mantle, fi-osfy breath, and 
icicle diadem, seemed lovelier to me than violet-slippered 
Spring, with rc«es in her hair. 1 still saw Master Grey each 
day at school. How patienfly he bore with my multiplied 
deficiencies, and with what a delicate and womanly appredalion 
of my extreme senadveness, he soothed my wounded pride. 
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No palfreyed flower feinting beneath tlie garish noonday heat, 
ever so thirsted for the cool iJewa of twilight, as did my dcso 
lata hejirt for his soothing tones and kindly words. 



CHAPTER V. 

"Betsey" said my imcle, " we sliall want you at home now. 
It will be impossible for rtie to get along wi'fliout you, unless I 
hire a hand, and James are too hard for that : so you must leave 
school, TouVe a good home here, for which you ought to. he- 
thankfld, as I've told you before ; but you must work, girl, 
work ! Some how or other the money goes ; " (and he pulled 
out the old pocket-book ;) " here's my grocer's bill — two shil- 
lings for tea, and three shillings for sugar ; can't you do with- 
out sugar, Hetty ? And here's a dollar chaiged for a pair of 
India rubbers, Adollarisagreatdeal of money, Hetty; more 
ffajttiyoii could earn in a month. And here's a shilling for a 
comb; now that's useless, you might cut your hair off. It 
won't do — won't do. I had no idea of the additional expense 
when I took you in. Jodah ought to have left you something 
no man has a right to leave his cWldren for other people to sup. 
port; 't isn't Cliristian. I've been a professor these twenty 
years, and I ought to know. I don't know as you have any 
legal claim on me Ijeoause you are my niece. Josiah was 
thi-iftless and extravagant. I suppose 't is in your blood, too, 
for I can't find out that you have begun to pay your way by 
B 
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any chores you have done here. If you must live on ua, (and 
I can't say that I see the necessity,) I repeat, I wish you had 
"beea horn a toy." 

" But as I am not a hoy, Uncle, and as I do not wish to be a 
burthen to you, will you tell me how to support myself? " 

"Don't ask me. I'm sural don't know. That is your 
btianess. I have my hands full to attend to my own affairs, 
I am deacon of the dinrch, beside bang trustee of the Sand- 
wich Island Fund. I don't get a copper for the office of deacon ; 
nobody pays me for handing round the contribution box ; not a 
cent of the money thnt passes through my hands goes into my 
fill; not a mill do 1 have by way of perquisite, for doling it 
out to bed-ridden Widow Hall, or asthmatic Mr. Price. Not 
a penny the richer was I, for that twenly dollars I collected in 
the contribution box at last communion : no, I am a poor man, 
comparatively speaking. I may die yet in the almshouse ; who 
knows ? You must work, girl, work ; can't have any drones 
in my hive." 

A shadow just then passed the wmdow I ';hcull know 
tiiat retreating footstep! Could it be thit Mattel Grcj lidd 
come to the door with the intention of calhng, and overheaid 
my uncle 1 At leasf^ then, I was spared die humiliation of ex- 
posing his parsimony.' 
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CHAPTER TI. 

It was the night for the weekly vestry lecture. I was left 
quite alone in tlie old kitchen. My uncle Iiad extinguished the 
lamp in leaving, saying that it was " a waste to bum out oil for 
me." The fire, also, had been eareftilly taken apart, and the 
iDfands laid at an incombustible distaace from eacii other. The 
old dodt kept up a sepulchral, dea(li-wat<ih tick, and I could 
hear the fiilling enow drifting gloomily against the windows. 

I drew the old, woodai settle closer between the tall and- 
irons, and sat sorrowfully gazing iuto the dying embers, Wliat 
was to become of rae t for it .seemed impossible to bear lon- 
ger the intolerable galling of my yoke. Even the charity of 
strangers seemed to me preferable to the grudging, insulting 
tolerance of my kindred. But, with my sixteen years' experi- 
eaoe of quiet valley-life, where should I turn my untried foot, 
steps ? To Him. who guideth lie little bird through the path- 
less mr, would I look. 

Weeping, 1 prayed. 

" My poor child," said a voice at my side ; and Master Grey 
removed my hands gently from my tear-stoined face, and held 
them in his own. " My poor Hetty, life looks very dark to 
you, does it not 1 I know all you suffer. Don 't pain your- 
self to tell me about it ; I overheard your uncle's crushing 
words. I know tliere are none to love you — none to care for 
you — none on whom you can lean. It is a bitter feeling, my 
poor child. I, too, have passed through it You would go 
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&om heiiee, but where? Life is fiill of snares, and you are too 
young, and too inexperienced to iDrave tliem. 

" Hetty," and Master Grey drew me gently towax-d him, — • 
" Hetty, could you be happy with me "i " 

la the ship-wrecked mariner happy, who opens his despair- 
ing eyes at length in the long looked for, long prayed for, 
home? 

Is the little bird happy, who folds her weary wings safe from 
the pursuer's talons, in her own fleece-liaed nest 1 

Is tlie little child happy, who wakes, sobbing, in the gloomy 
Eight, from troubled dreams, f« find his golden head still safely 
pUlowed on the dear, maternal bosom 1 



CHAPTEE VII- 

It was yery odd and strange to me, my new home in (be 
great, busy city ; with its huge rows of stores and houses, its 
myriad restless feet, Mid anxious, care-worn fiices ; its ghttering 
wealth, its squalid poverty ; the slow moviog hearse, and the 
laughing haTlec[uin crowd ; its noisy Sabbaths, and its gor 
geoua churches, with its jeweled worshippers, and its sleepy 
priests ; its little children, worldly-wise and old, and its never- 
ceasing, busy bum, late into the day's pale b'ght. I had no ac- 
quMutances : I needed none ; for i moved about my pretty 
little home as in a glad dreaii!. My husband was still " Mas- 
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ter Grey," Imt over a private school of his own, bounded by no 
" District," subject to the despotic dictation of no " Commit- 
tee." In his necessary absence, I busied myself iu arranging 
and re«TMi^ng his books, papers and wardrobe, thinking Uie 
while such glad thoughts ! And when llie little mantel dock 
chimed the hour of return, my cheek flushed, my heart beat 
quick, and my eyes grew moist with happy tears, at the sound 
of the dear, loved footstep. 

How very nice it seemed to sit at the head of that cheerfiil 
litfile table — to malte, with my own hands, the fragrant cup of 
tea — to grow merry with my husband, over creat-fellen Zeb, 
and poor, stubborn little Bessie, and nay uncle's time-worn bug- 
bear of a memorandum book ! 

And how proud I was of him, a& he aat there correcting some 
sdiool-boy's Gtreek exerdse, while I leaned over his shoulder, 
looking attentively at his fme fece, and at those unintelligible 
hieroglyphics, and blushing that he waa so much wiser than his 
littJe Hetty. 

This thought sometimes troubled me. I asked myself will 
my husband never weary of me? I even grew jealous of his 
favorite authors, of whom he was so fond. Then 1 pondered 
the feasibility of pursuing a course of reading unknown to him, 
aad astonishing him some day with my profound erudition. In 
pursuance of my plan, I would sit demurely down hi some 
great, wise book ; but I saw only my husband's fece looking 
out at me from every page, and my self-inffieted task was sure 
to end in some blissful dreamy reverie, witii which Cupid had 
much more to do tiian Minerva. 
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CHAPTER Till. 

" A proposition, Hetty ! " said my husliaud, thi-owing aside 
his coat and liat, and tossing a letter in my lap. " It is from 
a widow lady, who desires tiat I should take chaige of her 
little boy, and give him a home in my femily, while slie goes 
to the continent, to secure some property lately left her by a 
foreign relative. It wiil he advantageous to us, in a pecuniary 
way, to have him board with us, unless it should increase your 
cares too much. But, as you are so fond of children, it may, 
perhaps, after all, prove a pleasant care to you. She is evi 
dently a superior woman. Every line in her letter shows it" 

My husband immediately answered in the aflii'mative. and 
the child arrived a week after. He was a fine, intelligent, gea- 
tlejnanly hoy of eight years, with large hazel eyes, and trans- 
parently beautiful temples ; disinclined to the usual sports of 
childhood, sensitive, shy, and thoughtful beyond his years — a 
human dew-drop, which we look to see exhale. He brought 
with him a letter from his mother, which powerfully affected 
my husband. During its perusal he drew his hand repeatedly 
aca'oss bis eyes, and sat a long while after he had finished read- 
ing it, with his eyes closed, in a deep reverie. By-and-by he 
s^d, handing me the letter, " there is genius there, Hetty. 1 
never read anything so touchiugly beautiful. Mrs. West must 
be a very talented and superior woman." 

I glanced over the letter. It fully justified my husband's en- 
comiums. It was a most touching appeal to him to watch with 
paternal care over her only child ; but while she spoke with a 
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« of his endearing qualities, she wished him 
taught implicitly, that first of all duties for the young, obedience. 
Then followed allusions to dark days of sorrow, during which 
the love of that cherishect child, was the only star in her sky. 

I folded the letter and sat very still, after my husbaad left, 
in my little rocking-cliair, thinkhig. Such a gifted woinan as 
that mj husband should have married. One who could have 
sympathised with him and eliared his intellectual pursuits ; who 
would have been something besidea a toy to amuse an idle 
hour, or to minister to his phytical necessities. Perhaps it was 
of this that my husband was thinlting, as he sat there with his 
eyes closed over the open letter. Perhaps he had wed me 
only from a generous impulse of pity, and that letter had sud- 
denly revealed to him the happiness of which he was capable 
with a kindred spirits I was very miserable. I wished the 
letter had never reached us, or that I had deoliaed the care of 
the child. Other letters, of course, would come, and the boy 
would keep alive the interest in the intervals. I wept long and 
bitterly. At length I was aroused by the entrance of little 
Ghai'ley. A bright flush momited to his forehead, when he 
saw my swoUen eyes. He hesitated a moment, then gliding 
up to my side he said, sweetly, " Are you sick 1 Shall I bathe 
your head ? I used to bathe mamma's head when it p^ed 

I stood abashed and rebuked in tlie child's angol presence, 
and taking the boy, her boy, in my arms, I kissed him as 
tenderly as if I had been his mother; while in hia own 
sweet way he told me with childish confidence of his own 
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dead papa; liowmuciilio lovod mamnia; how many, many 
beautiful things he used to bring her, saying that Iftey were not 
half good, or half bajidsome enough for her ; how distressed 
he used to he if s!ie were ill ; how carefully he closed the shut- 
ters, and tip-toed about fie house, with his finger on his lip, 
telling the servants to close the doors gently ; and how he prom- 
ised him little toys, if he would not disturb mamma's slum- 
bers ; Mid then, how lilte diamonds his eyes shone, ivheai she 
got well ; and what beautiful flowers he brought her for her 
vases ; and what a nice, soft-cushioned carriage he brought for 
her to take the air ; and how tenderly he wrapped the shawls 
about her, and how many charges he gave the coachman, to 
drive slowly and carefully. And then, how dear papa, at last, 
grew ^ck himself; and how mamma watched day aud night 
fae^de his bed, foi^etting to sleep, or eat, or drink ; and how 
nobody dared to 1*11 her that the doctor said he roust die ; and 
how papa gi'ew fiiiiiter and weaker, and how he said, "Ki^ me, 
Mary, and lay your cfieek to mine; I can 't see you." And 
then, how mamma femted and was carried out, and for many, 
many long days did n't know even her own little Charley ; — 
and bow dreadfiil it was whai she first waited, and tried to re- 
member what had happened; and how nobody could com- 
fort her but Charley; and how he used ofi«n to wake up 
in the night, and find her with a lamp looking at him, bo- 
cause when he was asleep he looked so much lilte dear, dead 
papa; and how bitterly she would sob when she was sick, be- 
cause papa was not there to pity ber, and bathe her aching 
head ; and how he (Charley) meant, when he grew up to be a 
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iiian, to get a iiico house for her, and put everytliiiig she want 
ed in it, and make her just as happy as he could. 

Well has the Saviour said, " Of such is the kingdom of 
Heaven," That night I hent over little Charley's feed, blessing 
the little sleeper for his angel teadiinga, wifli a heart as calm 
and peaceful as the mirrored lake, reflecting only the smile of 
Heaven. 

Time passed on. Life became earnest ; for a little heart pnl. 
sated beneath my own, and a strange, sweet, nameless fhiill 
sent to my chastened lips a trembling prayer. Tiny caps and 
robes, witli many a hope and fear interwoven in their delicate 
threads, lay awaiting the infant's advent. 1, myself should 
know the hdght, and braadlii, and depth of a mother's undy- 
ing love. What could come between me aad this new found 
treasure? 

Meantime letters continued to come iroia Charley's mother 
to her boy, and my husband. It was impCsable for me to 
blind myself to his growing interest in them. On the days 
they were expected, (for she wrote at regular intervals,) he 
would be absent and abstracted, or if any delay occurred, al- 
most iiritable. When they were received, his eye kindled, his 
step became elastic, and his whole iace grew radiant with hap- 
piness. 

As the time drew ncai- for the birth of my infant, I gi-ew timid 
with sad forebodings. I was sitting, one evening at twilight, 
watching the setting sun, Mid thinking of the quiet grave it was 
gilding, where my silver-haired fiither slept, in the old chra-ch 
yard, when my husband entered. An expression of painflitte-d 
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over his features, as he looked at me, and taking my hand, he 
said, gently, almost tenderly, " You are less well ihaii usuaJ, 
Hetty ; you must not sit here, moping, by yourself." 

I kid my head upon his shoulder with a happiness I had not 
known for many months. " Listen fo me, dear Grey," swl I ; 
" I have a confidence to repose in you that will ease my heart. 

" It waa pity, only, that drew your heart to mine ; you do not 
love me. I have known it a long while since. At first, the 
discovery gave me a pang keener than death ; but 1 have had 
a long and bitter struggle with myscli) and have conquered. 
It is not your fault that you cannot love ime. To the many 
voices of your heart, which cry, 'Give, give,' my i-espoiise is 
weak and unsatisfying. Your wife should be gifted. She 
should sympafJiise with you in your intellectual pursuits. She 
should stimulate your pride, as weU as your love. Such an 
one is Charley's naother. Your Aear( has already wed her, and 
as Gcod is my witness, I have ceased to blame you. We can- 
not help our affections. I cannot help loving you, though I 
know her mysterious power over yoiir heart. I have seen your 
stru^les, your generous self-reproadies, in some sudden ou1> 
burst of kindness toward m.e, after the indulgence of some 
bright dream, in which I had no share. Dear Grey, she is 
worthy of your love. She has a heart, noble, good and true ; 
a heart purified by suffering. I see it in every line she writes. 
Should I not survive the binh of my infant, I could give your 
happiness into her keeping without a misgiving, though I have 
never looked upon her fiice." 
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Little Hetty's noble tearthas long since ceased to throb wilh 
joy or pain. To her husband's breast is foWed the babe, for 
whose little life her own was yielded up. Threads of silver 
prematurely 111 iuglc amid his ebon loclis; for memory writes 
only on bereaved hearts the wtues of tbe dead, while, with tor- 
turing minuteness, she pictures oin: own short-comings, for which, 
alas ! we can ofiei' no atonement but our tears. 
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AUNT HEPSY. 

h was a comical little old shop, "Aunt Hepsy's," willi Its Lil- 
upuUan counter, shelves and stove, and its pigmy assortment 
of ol(3-fashioned ginghams, twilled cambrics, red flannel, facto- 
ry cotton and homespun calleoes; its miniatuTe window, with 
its stock of horn-combs and candy, tin horses aad peppermint 
drops, skeans of yam and Godfrey's Cordial, gaudy picture 
books, and six-penny handkerehiefe, from whose center Lafiiy- 
ette and George Washington smiled approbativdy upon lie 
big A's and little A's printed round the border. 

"Aniit Hepsy ; " so every brimless-hatted urchin in the neigh- 
borhood called her, though it would have puzaled them worse 
than the multiplication table, had you asked them why they 
did so. Year in and year out, her ruddy English face glowed 
behind the little shop window. Sometimes she would be knit- 
ting a pair of baby's socks, sometimes inventing most astoE- 
ishing looking bags out of rainbow fif^ments of silk or ribbon. 
Sometinies netting watch-guards, or raveling the yarn from some 
old black stocking, to ornament the " place where the wool 
ought to grow," on the head of some Topsy doU she was ma- 
kmg. Sometimes comforting herself witii a sly pinch of snufl) 
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or, when sunbeams and customers were scarce, nodding drow- 
sily over the daily papers. 

Aunt Hepsy had been a beauty, and her pretty iace had won 
her a diriiUesa husband, of whom champagne and dgars had 
bag sdnce kindly relieved her. And though IHme had since 
forced her to apply to the perruqruer, he haci gallantly made 
atonement by leaving her in the undisputed possesion of a 
pair of very brilliant black eyes. Add to this a certain w: of 
coquetiy, in the fiindful twist of her gay-colored turban, and 
the disposal of the folds of her lace kerchief over her ample 
English bust — and you haveai^thftil daguerreotype of" Aunt 
Hepsy." 

From the window of her little shop she could look out upon 
the blue waters of the bay, where lay moored the gallant 
ships, flxim whose toil masts floated the stars and stripes, aad 
whose jolly captains might often be seen in Aunt Hepsy's shop, 
exehMi^ng compliments and snuf^ and their heavy voices 
heard, recounting long Neptune yams, and declaring to the bux- 
om widow that nothing but tlie little accident of their being 
already spliced for life, prevented their immediately spreading 
sail with her for flie port of Matrimony. Aunt Hepsy usually 
frowned at this, and shook her turbaued head menacingly, but 
immediately neutralized it, by offering to mend a rip in th€*r 
gloves, or replace a truant button on their overcoats. 

It was very odd, how universally popular was Aunt Hepsy. 
She had any number of places to " take tea," beside a standing 
invitation ii-om half-a-dozen families, to Christmas and Thanlis- 
giving dinnera, Mid (o New- Year's suppers. She had an eligible 
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seat in church, gratis ; an inexhaustible bottle of sherry for 
her often infirmities ; fl-esh pies on femily baiting days, news- 
papers for stormy day reading ; tickets to nienageries, and in- 
vitations to picnics. 

She always procured lod^nga at a cheaper rate than anybody 
else ; had the pleasantest room iu the house at that, the warmest 
seat at table, the strongest cup of coffee, the brownest slice of 
toast, the latest arrival of buckwheats, the second joint of the 
turkey, and the only surviving piece of pie. To be sure, she 
always prwsed ugly babies, asked old maids why they would 
be so cruel as to persist in remaining unmarried, entreated 
hen-pecked husbands to use their powerful influence over thdr 
wives to secure to her their custom ; begged the newly fledged 
deigyman to allow her a private perusal of Ms last Sunday's 
able discourse; complimented ambitious Esauson the luxuriant 
growdi of thar veiy incipient, and microscopically perceptible 
whiskers; asked dilapidated, rejected widowers, when they in- 
tended taking their choice of a wife out of a bevy of rosy g^rls, 
and declared to Editors that she might as well fry to get along 
without her looking glass, as without their interesting news- 
papers. 

One day, the little shop was shut up. Niiie o'clocic came — 
eleven o'clock, and the shutters were stiU closed, and Aunt Hep 
sy sopnnctual, too! What eouldit mean? Old. Mrs. Brown 
was ready to have fits because she could n't get another skein 
of yam to finish her old man's stocltings. Little Pat Dolan 
had roared himself black in the face, because he could n't spend 
his cent to buy some maple sugar; and the little niat«h 
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^rl stood shivering at the comer for a place to warm hea- poor 
benumbed fingers, ■while the disappointed captains stamped 
their feet on the snow, stuffed their cheeks with quids, and said it 
was " deuced fiinny," and an old maid, opposite, who had long 
prayed that Aunt Hepsy's reign might be shortened, laid hei" 
slcinny forefinger on her hoolced nose, and rolled up the whites 
of her eyes lilie a chicken with the pip. 

It was no great enigma, (at any rate not ailer you found it 
out !) Eioh old Mr. Potts ventured into Aimt Hepsy's shop, 
one day, to buy a watch-ribbon. He was very deaf; so Aunt 
Hepsy had to come round the counter to wait upnn liim, and 
the upshot of it was, that she and Cupid together, hailed him 
through an ear-trumpet; and all I know about it is, that tliey 
have now a legdized right to a m.utual pillow and snuff-box, 
and that the little shop window stjll remfuns unopened, while 
the old msud hisses between her teeth, as Aunt Ilep'.y i-oll« by 
in her carriage, " How do you suppose she did it?" 
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THOUGHTS AT CHURCH. 

1 HiVB an old-fehioned way of entering church, before tlie 
bells be^n to chime. 1 enjoy &e quiet, brooding atjllneas. I 
love to thiolt of the many words of holy cheer that have feUea 
tiiere, fi-om heaven-missioned lips, and folded themselves like 
snow-white wings over the weary heart of despair. Iloveto thinlc 
of the unless little ones, whose pearly temples have here been 
laved at the baptismal fcnt. I love to think of the weak, yet 
strong ones, who have fearfully tasted &ei consecrated cup, on 
■which is written, " Do this in remembrance of me." I love to 
liiink of those self-forgetting, self-exiled, who, counting tJl thin^ 
naught for Gethsemane's dear salce, are treading foreign shores, 
tosay to thesouI-fettei'edPagan, "Behold fhe Lamb of God." I 
love to think of the loving hearts that at yonder altar have 
throbbed, side by side, while the holy man of God pronounced 
" the twam one." 1 love to think of the seraph smile of which 
death itself was powerless to rob the dead saint, over whose 
upturned fece, to which the sunlight lent such mocking glow, 
the words, " Dust to dust," fell upon the pmned ear of love. 
I love, as I at here, to list through the half open vestry door, 
to the hymning voices of happy Sabbath scholai-s, sweet as the 
timid chirp of morn's first peeping bird. I love to hear their 
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tiny feet, as they patter down the aisle, and mark the earnest 
gaze of questioning childhood. I love to see the toil-bardened 
hand of lahor brush off the penitential tcaj-. I !ove — "our 
minister." How very sad he looks to-da,y. Are his parish 
unsympatijetio ? Does the laborer's "hire" come tardily and 
grud^gly to the overtasked, feitMd servant 1 Do censorious, 
dissatisfied spirits watdi and wait for his halting 1 

Now he rises and says, slowly — musically, " The Lord is 
my shepherd, I shall not want," Why at such sweet, soul- 
resting words, do his teans overflow 1 Why has his voice 
such a heart qmver? Ah! there is a vacant seat in the pas- 
tor's pew. A little golden head, that last Sabbath gladdened 
our eyes like a gleam of sunlight, lies dreamleasly pillowed be- 
neath the coffin lid ; gleeful eyes have lost their brightness : 
cherry lips ai-e wan and mute, Mid beneath her sable vaU tiie 
lonely mother sobs. And so the Other's lip quivers, and for a 
moment nature tdumphs. Then athwart the gloomy cloud 
flashes the bow of promise. He wipes away the blinding tears, 
and with an angel smile, and upward glance, he says, " Though 
he sfety me, yet will I fy~ust m Him" 
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THE BROTHERS. 

Clobb the door. One would scarcely think,in this Uuurious 
atmosphere, that we had left mid-winter behind us, ITie 
warm air is heavy with the odor of blossoming greenhouse 
plants, over whose fragrant clusters a tiny fountain tosses its 
sparlcling spray : bright-winged, sweet-voieed eanai'ies darf^ Kite 
flashes of sunlight, through the dark green foliage: beautiful 
are those sculptured infants, cheelc to check, over whose dim- 
pled limbs the crimson drapery throws such a rosy glow; beau- 
tiful is that shrinking Venus, witi her pure, chaste brow, and 
Eve-like ^ace : lovely those rare old pictures, to the artistic 
eye : beautiful that recumbent statuette of the peeriesa, proud 
" Paulme." 

Hush! tread softly; on yonder couch a gentleman lies 
sleeping. His crimson velvet cap has fidlen back fl-om his 
broad white forehead ; his long curving lashes droop heavily 
upon his cheek, and his Grecian profde is as faultless as a sculp- 
tor's dream. Pity, that the stain of sensuality should liave left 
so legible an impress there. 

A servant enters, beariag a note upon a silver tray. His 
master languidly opens a psur of large dark eyes, and bedtons 
him to approach. As he breaks the seal, a contemptuous sneer 



.■..Google 



disfigures his handsome lip, and an angry flush mounts to his 
brow. Motioning the servant away, he crushes tho note be- 
tween his fingers, muttering, — "No — no — as he has made his 
bed, so let him lie in it." Then -walking once or twice rapidly 
across the room, lie takes up a small volume, and throws hiniself 
again upon the velvet eouch. He does not turn the leaves, and 
if you peep overhisshoulder,youwillseettat the book is upside 
down. His thoughts are fer away. He remembers a bright- 
eyed, open-browed, guileless-hearted brother, whom early or- 
phanage had thrown upon his fraternal care ; whose trusting 
nature he had pervei'ted ; whose listening ear he had poisoned 
■with spedous sophistries and worldly maxims; whom he had 
introduced to the wine party, where female virtue was held in 
derision, and to tie "green room," where the foreign danseuse 
understood well how to play her part ; whom he had initiated 
into modem follies and dissipations, and then launched upon 
(he Charybdis of feshionable society, without chart, or rudder, 
or compass, other than lus own headstrong passions and unbri- 
dled will 

Soon came a rumor, at first vague and undefined, and then 
voraciously seized upon and drculated by Paul Pry penny-a- 
liners, (who recked little, in their avidity for a paragraph, of 
broken-hearted mothers or despmring gray-haired fathers,) of 
a true heai-t that had been betrayed, of a di^aced household, 
of a feir brow that must henceforth walk the eai1.h shame- 
branded. Then from his avenging pursuers the rash boy fled 
for refuge to him who had first turned his youthful footsteps 
aside from ti'uth and honor. He was repulsed with scorn • not 
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because he had ■wronged his own soul and hers wliose star had 
forever set in aight, but because be had not moi-c slcilfully and 
secretly woven iiie meshes for his victim. 

Across tiie seas, amid the reckless debauchery of God-for 
getting Paris, the miserable boy sought oblivion ; welcoming 
■with d^erate eagerness tiie syren. Pleasure, in eveiy chame- 
leon shape that could stifle consdence or drown torturing mem- 
ory. Sometimes by a lucky throw of the dice he wia enabled 
to shine as the Adonis of some ball, or theatre, or gay saloon : 
sometimes destitute as the humblest chiffonier, who suns 
himself in the public square, and solidts charity of the in- 
diflerent passer-by. In the rc«y glow of morning, the bright 
stars paled while Harry sat at the enticing gaming tabic, till 
even those accustomed to breathe ^% polluted atmosphere of 
those gates of perdition, turned shuddering away, from tiie 
fiendish look of that youth&l ^e. 

Nature revenged herself at last Wearisome days of sick- 
ness came, and he who was nurtured in luxury, was dependent 
upon the charity of grading strangers. 

Oh! what a broad, dear beam eternity throws upon the 
crooked by-paths of sin ! how like swift visions pass the long 
forgotten prayer at the biased mother's laiee; the long-foigot 
ten words of Holy Writ; the soothing vesper bymn, of holy 
time ; the first cautions, retrograding step — tiie gradual searing 
of conscience, till the barrier between right Mid wrong is ruth- 
lessly trampled under foot; the brokai resolutions, the mis- 
spent years, the wasted enei^es; the ans against one's own 
Boul, the ans against otiiers ; the powerless wish to pray, 'mid 
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paroxysim of bodily pain ; the dinging hold ou life — the anx- 
ious glance at tte physician — the thrilling question, " Doctor, 
isit life or death?" 

Poor Harry! amid the incoherent ravings of deliriumj 
the good little grisette learned his sad history. Her little 
French heart was touched with pity. Through her repreaento- 
tions, on his partial restoration to health, a sufficient sum was 
subscribed by the American consul, and some of b's generous 
countrymen, to give him the last chance for his Bfe, by sending 
him to breathe again his native air. Earnestly he pr.ayed that 
the sea might not be his sepuldire. 

Teai-fiiily he welcomed the first sight of his native shore. 
Tremblingly he penned those few lines to the brother whose 
fece he so yearned to see — and on whose fratemaJ breast it 
would seem almost easy to die. Anxiously he wsdted the re- 
sult, turning restlessly from side to side, till beaded drops of 
agony started from his pallid temples. Walter would not re- 
fuse his last rcqucsL No — no. The proud man would at 
least, at the grave's threshold, forget that " vul^a ran o had 
coupled his patridau name with disgrace. Oh why i d the 
messenger such leaden footsteps ? when life and sti ^^tli hke 
hour-glass sands, were fleeting ! A step is hea d j on the 
stMTs ! A taint flush, like the rosy tinting of a se»«hell, br gj t- 
ens tiie pallid fece. 

" No answer, sir," gruffly says the messenger, 

A smothered groan of anguish, and Harry turns his iace to 
lie wall, and tears, such only as despair can shed, bedew his 
piUow. 
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" Do go, dear Walter ; 'tis your own Lrother who asks it. 
If he has sinced, has he not also suffered ? We all so err, so 
need foi^iveness. Oh, take tack those hasty 'words ; let him. 
die on your breast, for my sake, Walter," said the sweet plead- 
er, as her tears fell over the hand she pressed. 

" That 'a my own husband," said the happy Mary, as she 
saw him relent. " Go nois, dear Walter, Take away the sting 
of those cruel words, while yet you may, and carry him these 
sweet flowers, he used to love, from me. Quiclt, dear Walter." 



"This way, sir, this way. Up another flighty" said the guide, 
gazing admiringly at the fine figure before him, enveloped in 
a velvet Spanish cloak. " Second door to the left, sir. May- 
be tlie gentienaan's asleep now ; he 's been very qiiict for some 
time. Seen trouble, sir, I reckon. Tis not age that has drawn 
those lines on his handsome lace. He 's not long for this world, 
God rest his soul That 's righf^ ar ; that 's the door. Good 
day, Kr." 

Walter stood with hia finger on the latch. He had at all 
times a nervous shrinking from sickness — a festidious horroi 
of what he termed " disagreeables," He half repented that he 
had suffered a woman's tears to unsettle his purpose. Perhaps 
Harry would reproach him, (His own eonscicnce was prompt 
er to that thought.) There he stood, irresolutely twirling Ma- 
ry's lovely flowers in his nervous grasp. 

If Harry should reproach him ! 

Slowly he opened ihe door. The flowers fell from his hand I 
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Was tliat attenuated, stilTened form his owii, warm-hearted, 
hrighteyed, gallant young hrothcr 1 

"Reproach?" 

Oh, Walter, there is no " reproach " like that passionless up- 
turned face ; no words so" crushing as the ailenoe of those 
breathless lips; no misery like the thought that those we have 
injured are forever blind to our gusb'ng tears, and deaf to our 
sobs of repentance. 
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CUEIOUS THINGS. 



Wbll, yes — raflier curious ; there arc a great many curi- 
ous tilings in ibis world. Curious, your hustand always per- 
ceives that you are "sitting in a draft," wlienever one of your 
old lovers approaches you in a concert room ; curious he in- 
sists upon knowing who gave you that pretty gold ring on your 
litUe finger; curious liiat you can never open a package of 
old letters, without having his married eym peeping over your 
shoulder ; curious he never allows you to ride on horseback, 
though everybody says you have just the figure for it ; curious 
he always saida his partner on all the little business trips of the 
firm ; curious such an ugly frown comes over his fece when 
he sees certain cabalistic marlts in a masculine hand, in the 
maigin of your favorite poet ; curious that he will not let you 
name your youngest boy Harry, unless you tell him. your con- 
fidential reasons; curious he is always most gracious to the 
mc«t uninteresting men who visit the house ; and ven/ curious, 
and decidedly disagreeable, that whenever you ask him for 
money, he is so busy reading the newspaper that he can't hear 
you. 
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THE ADVANTAGES OF A HOUSE IN A 
FASHIONABLE SQUARE. 

" Whom did you say ■wished to see me, Bridget ? " 
The broad-faced Irish girl handed her mistress a card. 
'" Mrs. John Huuter ! ' ■was there ever anything so unfoitu- 
nate 1 had she called on any other day in the week, I should 
have been prepared to recave her, but of a ' ■washing day,' 
when nofliing but .a calico wrapper stands Master Geoi^e's 
elawings Mid climbings ; when the niu^ery maid is in the kitch- 
en, and thebaby on my hands for the day ; when my ' Honiton 
collar ' is in soak, the parlor window curtfuns ia the wash-tub, 
and the dimensions of the whole fiimily, big and little, are flap- 
ping on tie clothes-line, displaying thdr rents and patches in 
full ■view of the parlor windows ! Was there over anything so 
unfortunate? What could induce Mrs. John Hunter to call on 
a wadimg day f 

But what was " washing day " to Mrs. John Hunter, who 
lived m St. John's Square, kept four servants, and patronized a 
lamidry ? What did she know of Mondays' picked up dinners 
and littered parlors, cluttered chma closet, and untidicd nui'se- 
ries? Mrs. John Hunter, who carno down to brealtlast every 
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morning ia a fiiwiMolored silk moniing dre^s, trimmed witb 
cherry, oTer an elaborately emliroidercd white skirt ; in a 
cobweb lace cap, alk stockings, and the daintiest of Parisiau 
toilette slippers ; how could she see the necessity of going down 
cellar, after breakiast, to see if the pork was under brine, the 
pickle jar covered, and the preserve unferroented ? "What 
did she know about washing lip breakfast-cups, polisliing the 
silver sugar bowl, filling die astral lamp, counting up the silver 
forks and spoons, or mending that little threadbare place in the 
carpet, that would soon widen into an ugly rent, if neglected % 
What did she know about washing children's feces for- school, 
or finding their missing mittens, or seeing that Webster's spel- 
ling book and a big apple were safely stowed away in tlieir 
satchels ? How did she (whose &mily broaddotli the tailor 
mended) know liat Monday was always the day when hus- 
bawds threw their coats into wives' lap " for just one stiteh," 
(which translated, means new sleeve-linings, new ftcings for the 
flaps, a new set of buttons down the front, and a general resus- 
dtation of dilapidated button-holes.) How did she know that 
the baby always got up a fi.t of colic on washing days, and 
made it a point to dispense wili its usual forenoon nap 1 — tliat 
all the collectors for benevolent so<ucties, and bores in general, 
pi-efewed it to any other day in tfco calendar- ? — that school 
teachers always selected it to ferule diildren for sneeang with- 
out pcrmisaon — that milkmen never could spare you, on that 
day, your usual share ofmilkbytwo quarts — that the coaJ, 
potatoes, sbirch, soap, molasses, and vinegar always gave out 
on Monday — tiiat " tlio minister " always selected it for his 
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annual call, and coontry cousins for a "protracted meeting?" 
How should the patrician, Mrs. John Hunter, Itnow all that? 

There she sat in the parlor taking notes, after the usual fash- 
ion of lady caOers, while Mrs. John Smitli hurriedly tied on 
her bonnet, to hide her disheveled tresscis, threw oa a shawl, 
and made her appearance in the parlor as if "just returned from 

How their tongues ran ! how fashions and gossip were dis- 
cussed; how Mrs. Smith admired Mrs. Hunter's new dress 
hat ; how the latter lady advised Mrs. Smith to " insist on her 
husband's moving from such an undesirahle neighborhood into 
a more aristooratie locality ; " and how Mrs. Smith wondered- 
that the idea, had never struelc her before ; and how Mrs, Hun 
ter fold her that of course Mr. Smith would refuse at first, but 
fiat she must either woiTy him into it, or seize upon some mo- 
ment of -conjugal wealtness to extort a binding promise lix>m 
him to that effect ; and how the little wife blushed to find her- 
self conniving at this feminine piece of diabolism. 

Mrs. John Smith's husband commenced life ia a provision 
store. He was well acquainted wilJi deavei-s, white aprons, 
and spare-ribs — was on hand early and late to attend to busi- 
ness — trusted nobody — lived witlun his income, and eonse- 
quenfiy made money. 

Miss Mary Wood kept a dressmaker's establishment just 
over the way. Veiy industnously she sat tlttough the long 
summer days, drooping her pretty golden ringlets over that 
never-ending succession of dresies Patiently she " took in," 
and " let out," bias-ed, flounced, tucked, gathered and plaited, 
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at tlio weathereook optioa of lier customers. Uneasily slie 
leaned her head agiunst her little window at sundown, and 
earnestly Mr. John Smith widied he could repneve forever 
fom such drudgery those taper little fingers. Very tempting 
was the Uttle basket of early strawlDerries, covered with &esh 
green leaves, tiat went across the way to her one bright sum- 
mer morning — and as red as the strawberries, and quite as 
tempting, looked Miss Mary's che^ to Mr. John Smith, as she 
sat at the window, reading the little billet-doux which he slily 
tucked into one comer. 

The mJIIcman wondered why Mr. Smith had grown so par- 
ticular about the flowers in the bouquets his little grand-daughter 
plucked for sale, and why there must always be " a rose-bud in 
U." Miss Eosa Violet could n't imagine what ^led her dress- 
maker, Miaa Wood, (who was always so sempnlous in execu- 
ting orders,) to make her boddice round, when she told her so 
particularly to make it pointed. The little sewing girls em- 
ployed in Miss Wood's shop were " afraid she was getting cra- 
zy," she smiled so often to herselij broke so many needles, and 
made so many mistakes in setfiiBg up their accounts on pay 
day ; and very great was their astonishment one day, after fin- 
ishing a pretty bridal dress, to find that Miss Wood was to 
wear it herself to churdi the very nest Simday! 

One bright June morning found the little dressmaker in a 
nice, two stoiy brick house, furnished with every comfort, and 
some luxuries; for the warm-hearted John thought nothing half 
good enough for his little golden-haired bride. As time passed 
on, other little luxuries were added ; including two nice, &t, dim 
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pled babies; and within tlie last year John liad bought Uie 
house they lived in, and at Mary's suggestion introduced gas, 
to lighten the labors of the servant, and also added a little 
bathing-room to the nursery. His table was well provided 
— the mother's and children's wardrobes ample, and not e 
husband in Yankee land was prouder or happier than John Smith, 
when on a sunduny Smiday, he walked to church with his 
pretty wife, whose golden curls still gleamed from beneath her 
litfie blue bonnet, followed by Katy and Geoigy with tlioir 
shining rosy faces, and pretty Sunday dresses. 

It was quite time llie honeymoon should wane, but still it 
showed no signs of decrease. Little bouquets still perfumed 
Mary's room. John still sprung to pick up her haadkerelric^ 
or aid her in putting on her cloak or shawl. The anniver- 
sary of their wedding day always brought her a kind little 
note, with some ample remembrancer. Trifles, do you call 
these 1 Ah, a wife's happiness is made or marred by just such 
" tiifies." 

"Katy will make somebody's heart ache one of these days, 
said John Smith to his wife. Katy will be a beauty. Did you 
hear me, Mai-y ? " 

" Yes," said Mary, drooping her bright ringlets till they swept 
John's cheek, "and I was thinking how I hoped she would 
marry weD, and whether it would not' be better for us to move 
into a more genteel neighborhood, and form a new set of ae- 
quainteuces." 

'^My little wife getting ambitious ! " said John, s 
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ringlets back ftom lier white forehead ; " and where would you 
like to live, Mary "i " 

"St. John's Square is a nice place," said tlie Httlc wife, 
timidly. 

" Yes ; but my dear Mary, rents there are enormous, and 
those large houses require a greater outlay of money than you 
have any idea of The fiimiture which looks pretty and in 
good taste here, would be quite shabby in such an elegant estab- 
lishment. The pretty de laine, which fils your little round fig- 
ure so charmingly, must give place to a siUc or brocade. Katy 
and Georgy must doff their ample dresses, for velvet and em- 
broidery; broad-faoed, red-fisted Bridget must make way for a 
French cook. The money which 1 have placed m the bank for 
a nestregg for you and the children in case of my death, must 
be withdrawn to meet present demands. But we will talk of 
this another time : good-by Mary, dear ; not even your dear 
feee must tempt me away from business ; good-hy," and 
he kissed his hand to her, as he walked rapidly out the 

But somehow or other Mary's words kept ringing in John's 
ears. It was very true Katy must be married some day, and 
then he ran over the drcle of their acquaintance ; the Stubbses, 
and the Joneses, and the Jenkinses — good enough in their way, 
but (he confessed to himself) «of just the Iking for his Kaiy. 
John was ambitious too ; Mary was right ; they ought to con 
eider that Katy would soon be a woman. 

It is not to be supposed because John Smith never spoiled 
white kids, save on his wedding day, that he was not a man of 
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taste ; by no means. Not an artistic touch of Mary's femimna 
fingetB, from the twist of a linglet or ribbon to the draping 
of a curtain, the judicious disposal of a fine engraTiag, or the 
h^monioiis blending of cobra in a mantel bouquet, escaped him. 
It was his joy and pride to see her glide about his home, beau- 
tifying almost unconsiaotTsly everything she touched; and then, 
he remembered vib&ii she was ill, and Bridget had the over- 
sight of the parlors — what a different air they had ; how awlc- 
wardly the chairs looked plastered strmght against the wall — 
how ugly tile red cloth all awry on the centre table ; what 
a string-y look the curtains had, after her clumsy fingers had 
passed over them. Yes, Mary would grace a house in St. 
John's Square, and If it woald malce her any happier to go there 
(and here he glanced at his ledger) — why, go she should — for 
she was just the prettiest, and dearest, and moat loving little 
Mary who ever answered to that poetical name. What would 
fiiU coffers avail him, if Mary should die? — and she might die 
first His health was good — his business was good. Mary and 
Katy should live in St. John's Squara 

Mary and ICaty did live in St. John's Square. Tlie uphol- 
sterer crammed as many hundreds as posable into the da-awJng 
rooms, in the shape of vis-a-vis antique chairs, velvet sofas, dam- 
ask curtains, muTors, tapestry, carpets, and a thousand other 
nick-nacks, too numerous to mention; then the blinds and cur- 
tains shut out fhe glad sunlight, lest the wai'm beams should 
fade out the rich tints of the carpets and curtains, and left it as 
fine and as gloomy as any other fasluonable drawng raom. 
There was a very pretty prospect from Mary's chamber win- 
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dows, but she nc¥cr allowed herself to enjoy it, after Mrs. Joitt 
Hunter told liei', that it was considered " decidedly snobbisli to 
be seen at the front window," The Smiths took their meals in 
a gloomy basement, where gas was indispensable at mid-clay. 
Mary was constantly in fear tirnt the servants would spoil the 
pictures and statues ia the parlor, so she concluded to sweep aid 
dust it herseli) before there w^ aiy probability of Mrs. John 
Hunter's being awake in the morning. As this was something 
of a tax, she and Mr. Smith and the children kept out of it, 
except on Sundays and when company called, burrowing 
under ground the residue of tie time in the afore-mentioned 
basement. 

Directly opposite Mrs. Smith lived Mrs. Vivian Grey, the 
leader of the aristocracy (so Mrs. Hunter informed her) in St, 
John's Square. It was a great tUng to be noticed by Mrs. 
Vivian Grey. Mrs. Hunter sincerely hoped she would patron- 
ise Mrs. Smith. Mrs. Hunter, after a minute survey, pro- 
nounced Mrs. Smith's establishment quite comme il fimt, but 
suggwited that a real caehemire should be added as soon as 
po^ble to Mrs. Smitli's wardrobe, as Mrs. Grey conrndered 
that artide quite indispensable -to a woman of fiishion. She 
also suggested that Mrs. Smith should delicately hint to her 
husband the propriety of his engaging a man servant, whidi ap- 
pendage was necessaiy to give a certain disiingu^ finish to the 
establishment ; an Irishman -would do, if well trained, but a 
black man was more feshionable, provided ho was not green — 
and Mrs. Hunter smiled at her own wit. 

The caehemire was added — so was the black servant-man. 
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Kilty no longer skipped and jumped, but minced in coi'sels aad 
whalebona She never ale unless at a private lunch with 
noanama. Mr. John BmiGi steid late at his counting-room, and 
looked anxious, tHid two ugly lines made theu- appearance on 
Mrs. Mary's feir forehead. The Preach cook gave away pro- 
visions cnoi-igh to feed an entire fimily of IVench emigrants. 
The black man-aei-vant pulled up his dicky and infoi-med Mrs. 
Smith that it was at the price of his repiitation to live with a 
iannily who dispensed with the iise of &iger bowls, and the 
house-maid (who had (he honor of being descended from 
the establishment of Mrs. Vivian Grey) declined remaining 
with a fiumly who didn't keep a pnvate carriage. 

Mrs. Vivian Grey was nol bitted by the real cachemire, and 
her son, little Julius Grey, a precocious youth of ten, told little 
Geoi^e Smith that his mamma had forbidden him playing mar- 
bles with a boy whose fetter had kept a provision store. 

A scurrilous penny paper pubhshed a burlesque of Mra, 
Smith's first grand party, on the coming out of Miss Katy, in 
which, among other Elusions to Mr. Smith's former occupa- 
tJOQ, the bfJI-room was said to be " elegantly festooned with 
sausages," This added " the last ounce to the camel's back ; " 
even Mrs. Hunter's tried friendship was not proof agmnst such 
a test. 

A cotrndl of war was called. Mrs. Smith b^;ed her hus- 
baad, as her repentant arms encircled his dicky, to buy a place 
in the country. Jolrn very gladly consented to turn his plebeian 
back forever on the scene of their humiliation ; and what with 
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strawberries and thLines, pcaphii, pio-niea, early rising and 
light hearbs, tlie Smith family ha^p nuce more recovered their 
equanimity, and can afinid to l^ngh when "St. John's Square" 
end Mrs. John Hunter are mentionerl 
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WINTER IS COMING. 

Welcome his rough grip ! welcome, the fleet horse witJi fly- 
ing feet, and ardiing throat, neck-laced -with meny bells; 
ivelcome, bright eyes, aad roay cheeks, and furred robes, and 
the fun-provoking sleigh-ride ; welcome, &e swift; skater who 
ekims, bird-like, die silvery pond ; welcome. Old Santa C3aus 
with his horn of plenty; welcome, the ' Hippy New Te^," 
■with her many-voiced echoes, and gi) old Thinkugivina, with 
his groaiiing table, old friends and new babies, vielcime,iorthe 
bright fireside, the closed curtains, the dear, unbroken homa- 
drcle, the light heart, the merry je^t, the beinung smile, the 
soft " good-night," the downy bed, and id's) slumbers 



Alas for his rough grip ! the barrel of meal is empty, and 
the cruse of oil Ms, Shai-p winds flutter thia rags 'roimd 
shivering limba. There are pinched features, and benumbed 
feet, aod streaming eyes, and repulsed hands, and despairing 
hearts ; there are damp comers, and straw pallets, and hollow 
coughs, and hectic cheeks; there are dismantled roofs, through 
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■wliieli the snow gently drops its wHtejicy pall over tlie wasted 
limbs of the dying ; there are babes whoso birthright is pov 
erty, whose legacy is ^ame, whose baptism is tears, wlwse Hi 
tie life is all winter. 
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^'THE OTHER SEX." 



Wliich " other sex ? " Don't be so obscuiB. Dr. Boselier 
says, " that a writer's ideas eliould stand out like rabbits' ears, 
so that the reader can get hold of them." If yon allude to the 
female sex, I don't subscribe to it. I wish they were all 
"translated." If there is anyfliing that gives me tie sensationa 
of a landaman on his Jii-st sea voyage, it is the sight of a bonnet. 
Think of female iMendship ! Two women, joining tJie Mutual 
Admii'alion Society ; emplying thdr budget of love affiiirs ; 
comparing bait to entrap victims ; ^Wng over the same rose 
leaf; sonnetizing the same moonbeam ; patronizing the same 
milliner, and exchanging female kisses I (Betty, hand me 
my fan. !) 

Well, let eithei' have one bonnet or one lover more than the 
other — or, if they are blue atocldrigs, let either he one round 
the higher on Fame's ladder — bodkins and darning needles ! 
what a tempest ! Caps and characters in such a case are of no 
account at all. Oh, there never should be but one woman 
alive at a time. Then tlie fightiug would be all where it be- 
longs. — in the mas«iUne camp. What a time there'd be, 
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though! Wouldn't she be a belle? Bless her little soul! how 
she would queen it. It makes me clap my hauds to think of 
it. The only looman in ike world! ff it were I, shouldn't 
they all leave off smoking, and wearing those odious pltiid con- 
tinuations "i Should they ever wear an outside coat, with the 
flaps cut ofij or a Kossuth hat, or a yellow Marseillea vest ? — oi 
a mammoth bow on then- neck-ties ; or a turnover dickey ; or 
a watch-chwii ; or a ring on the litde finger "i — or any other 
ahominatJon or off-shoot of dandyism whatsoever "i Should n't 
I politely reijue«!t them aU to touch tiieir hats, instead of jerking 
their heads, when they bowed % Would n't I coax them to 
read me poetry till they had the bronchitis % Would u't they 
play on the flute, and sing the soul out of me? And then if 
they were siclt, would n't I pet them, and tell them all sorts of 
comicalities, and malce time fly like the mischiefs Should n't 
wonder ' 
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SOLILOQUY OF ME. BKOADBSIM. 

"There's wiother of Miss Fiddlestick's articles! Slie's 
getting too conceited, that young woman! Just like all 
newly-fledged writers — mistakes a few olscure newspaper 
puis for the Yoice of tiie crowd, and considers herself on. 
the top round of tite literary ladder. It will talte me \a 
take the wind out of her sails. I'll dissect her, before I'm a 
day older, as sure as my name is Ezekiel Broadbrim. I don't 
approve her style ; nevei' did. It 's asfcnishing to me that the 
editor of The Green Twig dare countenance it, when he knows 
a man of my inflaenee could anniMate her with one stroke of 
my pen. She has taleat of a certain inferior order, but nothing 
to speak of. She 'a an unsafe model to follow ; wiU lead her 
tribe of imitators into tremendous mistakes. It 's a religious 
duty for a conspicuous sentinel, like myself, on Zion's walls, to 
sound the blast of alai'm ; — can 't answer it to my conscience to 
be aient any longer. It might be misconstrued. The welfare 
of the world in general, and her soul in particular, requires a 
very dedded expression of my disapprobation. I 'm sorry to 
anniliilate her, but when Ezekiel Broadbrun makes up his mind 
what is the path of duty, a bright seraph could n't stop him. 
Perhaps I may pour a drop of tiie balm of consolation after 



.■..Google 



64 SOLILOQUY OF MH. BaOAllBRIM. 

wards, but it depends altogether upon whether I succeed in 
bringing her into a penitential frame of mind. It 's my private 
opinion she is an incorrigible anner. Hand me my pen, John. 
Every stroke of it will telL" 
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WILLY GREY. 

A BTBKN, onyielding, liiie-and-plummet, May-flower descend 
aHt, was old ITavmer Grey, of Allantown, Connecticut. Many a 
crop had he planted, many a harvest had he garnered in, since 
he first became owner of Glen !Fann. During that time, that 
respected individual, " the oldest inhahitant," could not remem 
her ever to have seen him sraile. The village children shiei5 
cSose to the etono ivall, and gave him a wide berth, when he 
passed. Even the cats and dogs laid their ears back, and crept 
circiunspecfiy by him, with one eye on his whip-lash. 

Farmer Grey considered it acceptable to the God who 
painted the rainbow, and expanded the lily, and tinted the rose, 
to walk the bright earth with his head bowed like a bulvush, 
and his soul clad in saelicloth. No mercy fell from tlie lips of 
Ms imaginary Saviour; no compassion hreatlied m His voice ; 
no love beamed in His eye ; His sword of justice was never 



He old farmer's wife was a gentle, dependent meature, a 
delicate vine, sprin^ag up ia a sterile soil, reaching forth its 
tendrils vainly, for some object to ding to. God, in his mercy, 
twined them lovingly around a human blossom. Little Willy 
partook of his mother's sensitive, poetical nature. A yearning 
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spirit lookeil out Com the fdtiom.le'i'! deptha nt hia eiint,-,t 
eyes. Only eight short suminew the gentle mothei wothed 
her boy's childish paini, ind watdied hi-, childish slumbers. 
While }ie grew m stiength and beautj , kei eye w nxed dim, ^nd 
her step grew slow and feeble. 

And so sweet memories were only left to little Willy, ■ — 
dear, loving eyes, whose glance ever met his on waking ; a 
fiir, caressing hand, that wiped away his April tears ; a low, 
gentle voice, sweet to his childish ear as a seraph's hymning, 

Willy's father fold hira that "his mother had gone to Heaven," 
John, the plough-boy, said "she was lying in the chui-chr 
yard," Willy could not understand this. He only knew that 
the house had grown dark and empty, aiid that his heart ached 
when he stayed there ; and so he wandered out in the little 
garden, (his motiier's garden;) but the flowers looked dreary, 
too ; and her pretty rose-vine lay trailing its broken buds and 
blighted blossoms in the dust. 

Then Willy crept up to his father's side, and looked up in 
Ms fiice, but there was something there that made him afraid 
to lay his little hand upon his knee, or climb into his lap, or in 
any way unburden his little heart ; so he turned away, more 
sorrowful than before, and wandered into his mother's chamber, 
and climbed «p in her chair, aJid opened her drawer, to look at 
her comb and hair brush ; and then he went to the closet, and 
passed hia little hand, caresdngly, over her empty dresses, and 
leaning his littlo curly head against them, sobbed himself to 
sleep. 

By and by, as years passed on, and the child grew older, he 
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leai'nal to wander out in the woods and fields, and unbosom his 
little ycaraiiig heart to Nature. Keposiug on her breast, lis- 
tening to the music of her thousand voices, his unquiet spirit 
was soothed as with a mother's luUaby. With kindling eye, 
he watched the vivid lightnings play ; or, saw the murky east 
flush, like a timid bride, into rosy day ; or, beheld the shining 
folds of western clouds fiide softly into twilight ; or, gazed at 
the Queen of Night, as she cat her shining path through the 
cloudy sky ; or, questioned, with earnest eyes, the glittering stars. 

All this but HI pleased the old farmer. He looked upon the 
earth only with an eye to tillage ; upon the sloping hill, with 
its pine-crowned summit, only with an eye to timber ; upon 
the changeful skies, only as reservoirs for moistening and warm- 
ing his crops; upon the alver streams, that laced tbe emerald 
meadows, only as channels for irrigation ; upon the climbing 
vine, as aii insidious foe to joists, and beams, and timbers ; and 
upon flowers, only as perfumed aristocrats, crowding and 
over-topping the free-soil democracy of cabbage, onions, and 
potatoes. 

In vmn poor Will tried to get np, " to order," an entliusiasm 
for self-acting hay-cutters, patent plows, rakes, hoes, and har- 
rows, hi vain, when Sunday came, and he was put "on the 
limits," did the old former, with a face ten-fold more ascetic 
than the cowled monk, strive to throw a pall of gloom over 
that free, glad spirit, by rehearsing, in his ear, a creed which 
would forever close the gate of heaven on every di^enter, or 
inculcate doctrines, which, if believed, would fill our lunatic 
asylums with the frantic wailings of despair. 
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IJestiessly did Will, with cramped limbs and fettered spirit, 
sit out the tedious hours of that holy day, which should be ths 
" most blessed of all the seven," and watch, with impalieiit eye, 
die last golden beam of the Sabbath sua sink slowly down be- 
hind the ■western hills. 

Oh, well-meaning, but luistakon, parent ! let but one loving 
smile play over those fri^d lips : let hut oae tear of sympathy 
flood that stony eye : let but one drop from that overllowing 
fount^i of love, that wells up in the bosom of the Infinite, 
moisten the parched soil of that youthful heiu-fc ! Open those 
arms but once, and clasp him to the paternal heart; foi 
even now, his chafed spirit, hke a caged bird, flutters against . 
its prison bai^s ; even now, the boy's unquiet ear catches lie 
fiir-off hum of the busy world : even now, his craving heart 
beats wildly for the voice of human love ! 



Weary feet, houseless nights, the scant meal, and the oft- 
repulsed request; what are ikey to the strong nerve, and bound- 
Hig pulse, and hopefid heart of the young adventurer? Laurel 
wreaths, dizzy places on Ambition's heights, have not its aspi- 
rmts readied them by just such rugged steps i. 

" Will " is in the city. Will sits upon the steps of tlie New 
York City Hall, reading a penny paper : he has begged it from 
a good-natured newsboy, who has also shared with him a huge 
slice of gingerbread. As Will's eye glmices over the sheet, it 
falls upon tiie foilowiiig paragraph : 
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"pJtOSPECTUa OF THE WEEKLY OHROHICLB. 

"The Weekly CSironide is a paper founded on ihe demands 
of tbe age for a first^^lass journal. It soars above all sectioEal 
and persooal considerations, and fearlessly proffers its feeble 
aid, ia developing the natural resource of the country, fostering 
the genius of the people, rewarding meritorious effort in every 
department of art, exalting virtue, however humble, and con- 
founding vice, however powerful. The editor and proprietor 
of the Ctaonide is Mr. Philanthropas Howard; office, No. 199 
Cloud-street. 

"Boy wanted immediately at tlic above office : one from tho 
country would be preferred," 

Will threw down the paper, and started to his feet: " 199 
Cloud-street?" He asked orange-women; he asked unage-boys ; 
he asked merchants ; he asked clerks; he asked lawyers; he 
asked dients ; he investigated cellars ; he explored attics ; 
he traveled through parks, and through alleys ; taU finally, 
he coaxed a graceless, bare-footed urchin to shew him the 
way. 

Mr. John Howard, editor and proprietor of the Weddy 
Qironicle, went upon the prindple of paying nofliing where no- 
thing would pay, and paying as little as possible where he could 
get something for next to nothuig. It was a fixed prindple snd 
confinned practice with him, never to pay anything for contri- 
butions tx> the Cihronicle. He considered that the great ad- 
vantage that would accrue to an author from having his or her 
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articles in hia paper, would be ample remuneration. At 
die moment WOl's eye first fell upon him, he was reposing in 
a huge leathe™ arm chair, in the corner of his sanctum. His 
proportions very much resembled an apoplectic hag i>f flour, 
smmounted by an apple. His head was ornamented with 
sparse spires of fiery red hair ; on his cheeks, a pair of cream- 
colored whiskers were feebly struggling into life ; and sundry tufts 
of the same color, under his chin, shadowed forth his editorial 
sympathy with the recent " Beard Movement." Before him 
vi-as a toble, of doubtful hue and architectiu^ laden with manu- 
scripts, accepted, rejected, and under consideration; letters of 
all sizes, opened and unopened, prepaid and unpaid, saucy and 
ally, defiant and deprecatory. There was also an inkstand, 
onisted with dirt and cobwehs ; a broken paper weight, pinning 
down some bad money, paid by distant subscribers ; a eamphene 
lamp, with a broken pedestal, propped up by a Directory on 
one side, and Wallier's Dictionary on the other; sundry stumps 
of dgai-3 ; a half-eaton apple ; a rind of an orange ; a lady's 
glove, and a box of bilious pills, 

will stepped before bim, and made known his errand. Mr. 
John Howard looked at him, with a portentous scowl, inspected 
him very much as he would a keg of doubtful mackerel, and 
then referred him. to the foreman of the office, Mr. Jack Punch. 
Jack had been victimized, in the way of office boys, for au iur 
definite period, with precocious city urchins, who smoked long 
nines, talked politics, discussed theatricals, and knew more of 
dty haunts than the police themselves. Of course he lost no 
time in securing a boy to whose verdant feet the plow-soU was 
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still dinging. Will's buaness was to open the office at half 
past sis in the morning, sweep it out, make the fires, go to lie 
post-office for letters and exchanges, wrap up papers for new 
subscribers, carry them to the post, and see that the mail was 
properly " got ofi^" To all these reqnirements, Will immedi- 
ately subscribed. 

OnWill's daily tramps to and from, the office, he was obliged 
to pass Lithe & Co.'s magnificent show window, where the 
choicest pictui'es and engravings were constantly exposed for 
sale. There he might ha seen loitering, entranced and spell- 
bound, quite oblivious of the Chronicle, hour after hour, weav- 
ing bright visions — building air castles, with which his over- 
seer, Mr, Jadt Punch, had little sympathy. Yes ; Will had 
at iHigth found out what he was made for. He knew now why 
he had lain under the trees, of a bright summer day, watching 
the fleecy douds go sailing by, in sudi a dreamy rapture j why 
the whispering leaves, and waving fields of grain, and drooping 
branches of graceful trees, and lie mirror-like beauty of the 
pladd lake, reflecting a mimic heaven ; why the undulating 
hills, and m,ist-wreathed valleys, with their wealth of leaf, and 
buds and blossom, filled his eyes with tears and his soul with 
untold joy, and why, when slumber sealed each weary lid ucder 
the cottage eaves, he stood alone, hushing his very breath, awe- 
struck, beneath the holy stars. 

Poor Will, Ms occupation became so distasteful ! Poor Wifl, 
winged for a " bird of paradise," and forced to be a mole, bur- 
rowing under tlie earlli, when he would fain try his new-found 
piniona t To Jack's intense disgust, he soon detected Will in 
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drawing rude skctdies on bits of paper, stray wrappers, 
and hadm of letters ; even the walls were " done in cray- 
ons," by the same misoliievous fingers. His vision was so filled 
" wifli the curved line of beauty," that he was constantly com- 
mitting the most egre^ous blunders. He misplaced the bun- 
dles of newspapers which he carried fo the post-office ; placing 
the "norlii" packages on tlie " south " table, the east on the 
norli, the south on the east, &e.; mining them up generally 
and indescribably and inextricably, so that the subscribers to 
the " Weekly Chronide " did not receive their papers with 
that precision Mid r^ularity which is acknowledged to be desi- 
rable, particularly in smaU country places, where the bladi- 
smith'a shop, the engine house, and " the newspaper " form a 
trio not to be despised by the simple-hearted, primitive larmers. 

Jaclt, whose private opinion it was that he should have been 
christened Job, being obliged to shoulder all the short-comings 
of Ms asastauts, and being worked up to a pitdi of frenzy by 
letters irom incensed subscribers, which Mr. Howard constantly 
thrust in liis fece, very unceremoniously ejected Will from the 
premises, one morning, by a vigorous application of tlie toe of 
lus boot 

The world was again a closed oyster to Will. How to 
open it? tliatwas the question. Our hero thought the best 
place to consider the matter was at " Lithe &s Co.'s sfiop-win- 
dow. Jnst as he reached it, a gentleman passed out of the shop, 
followed by a lad bearing a small femed landscape. Perhaps 
the gentleman was ^t artist! Perhaps he could employ him 
hi some way! Will resolved to follow him. 
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Up one street ami down anrtliei, iLUiid LOineis aiid Uiiough 
squares — the gentleman's loog kgs soemed tu bo shod with 
the famed seven-leagued boots At Icnsrth he stopped before 
the door of an unpretending looking building, and handing the 
lad who accompanied him & bit of money, he took from him 
the picture, and. was just springing up the steps, when he lost 
his b^ance, and the picture was jerked violently from hb hand, 
but only to be caught by the watehM Will, who restored it to 
its owner uninjured. 

" Thank you, my boy," said the gentleman, " you have done 
me a greater service than you think for ; " at the same time 
offering him some money. 

" No, I tbank you," said WUI, proudly, " I do not wish to 
be paid for it." 

" As you please. Master Independence," replied tlie gentle- 
man, laughing ; " but is there no other way I cmi serve you 1 " 

"Are you an artist? " asked Will. 

" The gentteman raised his eyebrows, with a comical air, and 
replied, " Well, sometimes I think I am, and then, again, I don't 
know ; but what if I were 1 " 

" I should so like to be an artist," said Will, the quick flush 
mounting to his temples. 

" Tou ! " exclaimed (he gentleman, taking a minute survey of 
Will's nondescript ioule ensemble, " Do you ever draw ? " 

"Sometimes," replied Will, "when 1 can get a bit of char- 
coal, and a white wall. I was just kiclted out of the Chroni- 
cle office for doing it" 
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" J'ollow me," said the gentlennn tijpuig Ii ri iir harlj-on 
Hie cheek. 

Will needed no second iiivitT,f ion Climbing me flight of 
sfmra, he found himself in a '^mall -itu lio Lncd on iU --ides by 
pictures; some finished and framed otheis invwions stages 
of progression. Pallets, brushes, and eraj ons, Idy scattered 
round an easel ; while in one comei wis <ui arti&t's lay figure, 
which, in the dim light of Ihe apartment, Will mistook foi the 
artist's wife, whose presence he respectfully acknowledged by 
a profound bow, to the infinite amusement of his pation 

Mr. Lester was delighted with Will's naive eriticismf on his 
pictures, and lus profound reverence for art A few dajs 
found him quit« domesticated in his new quarters ; and 
months passed by swift as a weaver's sliuttlo, and found 
him as happy as a crowned prince ; whether gi-inding 
colors for the artist^ or watching the progress of his pendl, 
or pidtiiig up stray, crmnbs of knowledge from the lips of 
oonnoisseurs, who d^y frequented the studio ; and many a 
rough sketch did Will make in his little comer, that would have 
made them, opm their critical eyes wide with wonder. 



" What a foolish match ! " Was a 
nounced that did not call forth this remark, from some dissent- 
ing lip 1 Perhaps it was a " foolish match," Meta had no 
dower but her beauty, and WiU had no capital but his pallet 
and easel. The gossips emd she " might have done much bet- 
ler," There was old Mr. Hill, whose head was snow white. 
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but wJiose gold was as yellow and as plenty as Meta's liriglit 
ringlets ; ancl Mr. Vesey, whose fetlier made a clergymaa of 
him, because he did n't know enough to 1 e a meichant , and 
Lawyer Givens, with his carrotty head and tTim up nuie and 
chin that might have been beat ; and Falstaft i in C ipt i n Ito 1 
who brought home such pretty china shawls and gross cklh 
dresses, and who had as many wives as a Criiad Tuilt Meta 
might have had any one of these by hoisting hei little fia 
ger. Foolish Meta! money and misery ni one scale povcrtj 
and love in the other. Miserable little Meta 1 And yet she 
does not look so veri/ miserable, as she leans over her husband's 
Moulder, and sees the landscape brighten on the canvass, or 
presses her rosy lips to his forehead, or arranges the fold of a 
curtain for the desired light and shade, or grinds his colors with 
her own dainty little fingers ; no, she looks aiything but mis- 
erable with those soft eyes so full of light, and that elastic step, 
aod voice of music, that are inspiration to her artist husband. 
No'; she thinks tiie " old masters " were fools to her yoiing 
master, and she already sees the day wheu his studio will be 
crowded with connoisseurs and patrons, and his pictures bring 
him both fame and fortune; and liien, they will travel in for- 
eign countries, and sleep under ItaJia's soil; blue skies, and see 
the Swiss gladers, and the rose-wreathed homes of Englaad, 
and the grim old chateaux of France, and perhaps beard old 
Haynau in his flea. Who knows? Yes; and Will should feast 
his eyes on beauty, and they 'd be as happy, as if care and sor- 
row had never dimmed a bright eye with tears, ance the ser- 
aph stood, with a flansing sword, to guard the gate of Eden. 
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Hopeful, happy, trusting Meta ! the bii'd'5 it 1 s n t swpeter 
than yours; — and yet the archer takes hii a i anJ\^ th Irok n 
wing it flutters to the ground. 

Yes : Meta was an aogeL Will said it a thousand t racs a 
day, and his eyes repeated it when h s tongue wis silent 
Meta'a brow, and cheek, and lips, and tresaes were multi 
plied indefiniteiy, in all his female heads. Her dimpled hand, 
her round arm, her plump shoulder, her slender foot, all served 
him for &ultles9 models. 

Life was so beautiful to him now ! his employment so con- 
genial, his heart so satisfied. It mwsi fie that he should succeed. 
The Yery thought of failure — " but then, he should not feil ! " 
Poor Will ! he had yet to learn that garrets are as oftea the 
graves as the nui-series of genius, and that native talent goes 
unrecognized until stamped with foreign approbation. Hap- 
pily — hopefully — heroically he toiled on ; morning's earliest 
beam, and day's last lingering ray finding him busy at his 
easel. But, alas ! as time passed, though patrons came not, 
creditors did ; and one year aflier their marriage, Meta might 
have been seen stealthily conveyiog little parcels back and 
forth to a small shop iu the naghborhood, where employment 
was furnished for needy fingers. It required all her feminine 
tact and diplomacy to conceal from Will her little secret, or to 
hide die tell-tale blush, when he noticed the disappearance of 
her wedding ring, which now lay glittering in a neighboring 
pawn-broker's window ; yet never for an instant, since the little 
wife first slept on Will's heart, had she one misgiving that she 
had placed her happiness unalterably in his keeping. 
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Oh, inscrutaMc womanhood ! Pitiful as the heart of God, 
when the dark doud of misfortime, or shame, tows the strong 
fiwne of manhood; mereilesa — vindictive — implacable as the 
Princo of Darkness, towards thy tempted, forsaken and sor 



The quick eye of affection was not long in discovering Meta's 
secret; and now every glance of love, every caress, every en- 
dearing tone of Meta's, gave Will's heart a sorrow paiig. 

Meta ! who had turned a deaf ear to richer lovers, to share 
his heart and home ; Meta ! whose beauty might grace a court, 
whose life should be all sunshine : that Meta's bright eyes 
should dim, her cheek pale, her step grow prematurely slow 
r, for him ! — the thought was torture. 



" To-morrow, Will — ^you said to-morrow," said Meta, hiding 
her tears on her husband's shoulder ; " the land of ffoM is also 
the land otffraves" and die gazed mournfully into Lis iace. 

"Dear Meta," said her husband, "do not unman me witii 
your tears ; our parting will be brief, and I shall return to you 
with gold- — ^gold! Meta; and you shall yet have a home 
worthy of you. Bear up, dear Meta — the sun will surely 
break through the doud rifl. God bless smd keep my darling 
wife." 

Poor little Meta ! for hours she sat stupefied with sorrow, 
h the same spot where Will had left her. The sun shone 
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cheer&Uy iii at the little window of her new home, hut ita 
heama brought no warmth to Meta's heart. The clinging 
clasp of "Will's arms was still about her neck : Will's kiss was 
sfill warm upon her lips, and yet — she was alone. 

She thought, with a shudder, of the treacherous sea ; of the 
pestilence that walketh in darkness ; of a sick-hed, on a foreign 
shore ; of the added bittemeis of the death pang, when the 
eye looks vainly for the one loved face ; and bowing her fece. 
in her hands, she wept convulsively. 



" Dear heart ! Goodness alive ! " said Mefa's landlady, peep- 
ing in at the door. " Do n't take on so ; bless me, how long 
have you been married 1 you 're nothing better than a child 
now. Why didn't you go to Califomy with your husband? 
Where 's your folks 1 — whose picter is that 1 Ah ! I see now, 
it is meant for you. But why did n't you have on a gown, dear, 
instead of being wrapped up in themdouds? It-makes you 
look like a sperit Come now, don't sit moping hei'e ; come 
down stairs and see me work ; it will amuse you like. I 'm 
going to make some brown bread. I dare say you never made 
a bit of brown bread in your life. I put a power of Ingin in 
mine. I learned that in the country. I was brought up in the 
country. I hate city folks ; they Ve no more heart than a sex- 
ton ; much as ever they can stop frolicking long enough to bury 
one another. They 11 sleep, too, like so many tops, while the 
very next street is all of a blaze, and their poor destitute fellow- 
s are turned naked into the streets. They'll plow 
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right through a burjjiig ground, If they taito a iiorion, Larrow- 
jng up dead folks, and live ones, too, /guess. And as to Sun- 
day — what with Jews, and Frenchmen, and down Easters, and 
other foreigners, smoking and driving through the streets, 'da n't 
any Sunday at all. Wdl, I never knew what Sodom meant till 
I came to tJhe dty. Why Lot's wife turned round to take a 
second look at it, is beyond me. Woll, if jou won't como 
down stairs I must leave you, for I smell my bread burning ; 
but do cheer up — you look as lon^omc as a pigeon on a spout 
of a rainy day " 

A letter fi 1 tl e 1 est beloved ! How oiu' eyo lingers on 
the woll-ki own eharacteis. How we torture the words to ex- 
tract hidden mea mg« How tenderly we place it near the hearty 
and under the jillow How lingeringly comes the daylight, 
when our waiting eyes would re-peruse what ia already indeli- 
bly written on the heart ! 

Will's voyage had been prosperous — his health was good — 
his hope and courage unabated. Meta's eye sparkled, and her 
dicck flushed like a rose, as she pressed the letter again and 
Bgwn to her lipis; but, after all, it was onl)/ a letter, and time 
draped so heavily. Meta was weary of sewing, weary of read- 
ing, weaiy of watching endless pedestrians pass and repass be- 
neath her window, and when tmlight came, with its deepening 
diadows — that hour so sweet to the happy, so fraught with 
gloona. to the wretched — and Meta's eye fell upon the little 
house oppoate, and saw the little parlor lamp gleam like a 
beacon light for the absent husband, while the happy wife 
glided about with busy hands, and lightsome step, and when, at 
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last, he came, and the broken circle was complete, poor Meta 
turned away to weep. 

Joy, Meta, joy ! dry your tetms ! Will has been suo- 
cesatul. Will is coming homo. Even now the Sea-Gull plows 
the waves, with its precious living freight. Lucky Will! 
he has " found gold," but it was dug from " tho mine " of the 
artist's brain. Magical Will ! the liquid eyes and graceful 
limbs of Senor Alvarez's only daughter are reproduced on 
canvas, in sJl their glowing beauty, by your magic touch! 
Tho Senor is rich — the Senor is liberal — flie Senor's taste 
is as unimpeachable as his credit — the Senor has pronounced 
Will " a genius." Other Senors hear it ; other Senors have 
gold in plenty, and dark-eyed, gracefiil daughters, whose charms 
Will perpetuates, and yet fails to see, for a sweeter face which 
comes between, 

'Dry your tears, little Meta — smoofli the neglected ringlets 
— don his favorite robe, and listen with a flushed cheek, a beat- 
ing heart and a love-lit eye, for the long absent but well remem- 



Ah ! Meta, there are meetings that o'erpay the pain of pari- 
ng. But, dear Header, you and I are de irop. 



You should have seen how like a little brigand Will looked, 
with his hronzed face and fierce beard and mustache— so 
fierce that Meta was half afraid to jump into his ai-ms ; you 
should have seen Meta's new home to Imow what a pretty 
Mttle nest love and taste may weave for a cherished bird ; you 
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should have seen with what a, Midas toach Will's gold suddenly 
opened the eyes of people to his wonderful merit, as an artist ; 
how " patrons " flocked in, now that he lived in a handsome 
house in Beigrave Square ; how Mr. Jack Punch repented with 
CTOCodile tears, that be had ever kicked him out of " the Chron- 
ide office," and how Will immortalized him on canvas, in the 
very act ; not forgetting to give due prominence, in the fore, 
ground, to the figure of his philanthropic employer, Mr, Joha 
Howard, who, in the touching language of his Prospectus, 
always made it a point to " exalt virtue, however humble 1 " 
6b 
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TABITHA TOMPKINS' SOLILOQUY. 

Have I, Tabitha Tompltjns, a right to ray share of fresh fat 
uucontaminated 1 or have I not 1 I ask the question with my 
arms akimbo. I might as weO say what I 've got to say, pop- 
gun feshion, M to tiptoe round my subject, mincing and cur- 
tesyiag when I'm all ablaze with indignafion. 

I ask t^ain : Have I a right to my share of fresli air iincon- 
taminated? or have I not ? 

Do I go out for a walk? Every man I meet is a locomo- 
tive chimney. Smoke — smoke — smoke — smoke; — great, 
long tails of it following in their wake, while I dodge, and twisty 
and choke, trying to escape the coils of the stifling anaconda, 
till I 'm black in the fice. I, Tabitha Tompkins, whose grand- 
fether was one of the "signers" of the Declaration of Indepea- 
dence ! I feel seventy-six-y ! I have borne it about as long as 
I can without damage to hooks aad eyes. 

If I try to escape it, by getting into an omnibus, there it is 
^ain ! If it does not originate inside, some " gentleman " on 
the box or top, wafts it into the windows. If I take refuge in 
a feny boat, I find "gentlemen requested not to smoke," (as 
visual) a dead letter, — no m.ore regarded than is the law agiunst 
gaining, or the Sunday liquor traffic. Do I go to a concert at 
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Castle Gai-den, aniil step out on the balcony between the per- 
formances for a breath of fresh air?— myriads of lighted Ha- 
vamias send me dizzy and sft^ering back into the concert 
room. Does a gentleman call to see me of an evening I—the 
instant he shakes his " ambroaal curls," and ^veg " a nod," I 
have to run for my vinaigrette. 

Do I advertise for lodgings ; and after much inspection of 
i-ooms, and wear and tear of patience and gaiter boots, make a 
final selection ? Do I emigrate with big trunk, and little frunlc, 
and a whole nest of bandboxes? Do I get my roddng-chair, 
and work-table, and writing-deslc, and pretty little lamp, all 
safely transported and longitudinized to my feney 1 Do I, in a 
paradisaical state of mind, (attendant upon said successful emi- 
gration,) go to my closet, some fine morning, and take down a 
pet dress? — asafcetlda and onions, what an odor! AJl the 
"pachouli" and "new mown hay" in New York wouldn't 
sweeten it Six young men the other side of that doset, and 
all smokers ! ! ! Betty, you may have that dress ; — I would n't 
touch it with a pinr of tongs. 

Do I lend a masculine friend my copy of Alexander Smith's 
Poems ? — can I ever toticli it again till it has been Ibrough 
quarantine 1 Does he, by nustake, carry home my tippet in 
lus pocltet aftei' a concert? — can I compute the hoars it must 
hang dangling on the clothes line, before it can be allowed to 
resume its place round my neek ? 

Do I go to church on Sunday, with a devout desire to attend 
to the sermon? — my next neighbor is a young man, apparently 
seated on a nettle cushion : he groans and fidgets, and fidgets 
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and groMis ; crosses his feet and uncrosses theni ; Moks over 
l3ie ericket ; knocks down his cane ; drops the hymn-book, and 
filially draws from his coat pocket a little case ; takes out one 
segar after another, transposes diem, applies them to the end 
of his nose, and pats them afTectionately ; then he cxaaiines his 
watch ; then frowns at the pulpit ; then, glandng at the door, 
draws a sigh long enough and strong enough to inflate a pdr 
of bellows, or burst off a vest button. 

With a dolorous whine, this same young man deplores (in 
publio) his inability to indulge in the luxury of a wife, " owing 
to the extravagant habits of the young ladies of the present 
day." I take this occa^on to submit to publio inspection a 
tittle bit of paper found in the vest pocket of this fumigated, 
cork-serewed, pantalooned humbug, by his washerwoman : 

New Toek, Octolwt 1st, 1858. 
Me. TiuDDEcB THBocmLtrg Bmims, 

To JniH Edmiso, Dr. 

To Sogsta ftir Sept., 18B3. 

Sept 1— To 20 Trabucos, at Bo. Jl 00 

" To 12 Eiohondai at M. 15 

" 8— To la I*a Tres CaatlUoi, st BcL .... TO 

" To 12 La Kiootiana, at «il 75 

■' 4— fflimam'— for BeMta fiir fl part?) 10 Palmeltoes, lOBsculajiloB, 12 

LaBultaoe, 13 ll Crnsodos, 20 Surricsoa, IS L'Alhiimbios, ut4r. S 211 
" II-.TO DO Ii'AmbToalas, at 4c. - - - - • S (la 

" 10— To 80 Onbimos, at " - - 

" 12— To 60 Londres, at 



' 10— ToSOJonnrUndf, (forconosrtpBrtT,)at8o. 
' "■ "--OFfraros,(for|isrtytofl6eUnolHToni,althENstli 
W Menos^aroa, (tor patl^ of oountrj relatione 



' 2*— ToMFfraros,(for|isrtytofl6eUnolHToni, althENstloiiBl,)Bt3o. 
' as— TolOaUenos^aroa, (tor pr"--' ■ •-" ' i.._.-, 

' CO— To 40 Impatial Begaike, al 



lieceived Pg-ymeni, 
(Mr. SlabhB 1b eatacsUy reqaested to tall acrt settlo th 
yonienca. J. F.) 

Consistent Stubbs! But, then, his s( 
ceipted! 
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SOLILOQUY OF A HOUSEMAID. 

Oh, dear, dear ! . Wonder if my mistress ever thinks I am 
made of flesh and blood 1 Five times, within half an hour, I 
have trotted up stairs, to hand her things, that were only four 
feet from her rocking-chair. Then, there's her son, Mr. 
Geoi^e, — it does seem to me, that a great ahle-bodied man 
like him, need n't call a poor tired woman up four pair of stairs 
toa6k"what's the timcofday^" Heigho ! — ibs"Sallyio 
this," and "Sally do that," till I wish I never had been baptized 
at all ; and I might as well go fcther hack, while I am about 
if^ aiid wish I had never been bom. 

Now, instead of ordering me round so like a dray horse, if 
they would only look up smiliBg-like, now and then; or ask me 
how my "rheumatiz"did; or say good morning, Sally; or show 
some sort of interest in a fcllow-cretur, I could pluck up a bit of 
heart to work for them. A kind word would ease the wheels 
of my treadmill amazingly, and wouldn't cost ikem anything, 
eidicr. 

Loolc at my clothes, all at sixes and sevens. I eaa't get a 
minute to sew ou a string or button, except at night ; smd then 
I'm so sleepy it is as much as ever I can find the way to bed ; 
and what a bed it is, to be sure ! Why, even the pigs are now 
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and then allowed clean straw to sleep on ; and aa to bed-clothea, 
&& less said about them the better; my old doak serves for a 
blanket^ and the sheets are as thin as a charity s J 1 ap 
Well, weU ; one wouldn't think it, to se« all the fin gl tte ng 
things down in the drawing-room. Master's spa f h ses, 
and Miss Clara's diamond ear-rings, and mistresses hi es 
I iry to think it is all right, but it is no use. 

To-morrow is Sunday -~" day oirest,*' I believe theycaMik 
Il-u-m-pJi ! — more cooking to be done — more company — ■ 
more confusion than on any other day in the week. If I own 
a soul I have not heard how to take care of it for many a long 
day. Wonder if my master and mistress calculate to pay me 
for Ihat, if I lose iti It is a question in my mind. Land of 
Goshen I I aint sure I 've got a mind — there 's the bell again t 
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Slawder and detraction ! Even I, Fiinny, luiow tetter liian 
that. / ncvci; knew an. editor to nib his pen with a knife as 
sharp as his temper, and write a scathiiig criticism on a book, 
because the authoress had declined eoatribnting to his paper. I 
never knew a man who had fitted himself to a promiscuous 
coat, out out in merry mood by taper fingei-s, to seize his por 
cupiiie quill, under the agony of too tight a self-injlicied fit, to 
annihilate the offender. I never saw the bottled-up hatred of 
years, concentrated in a single venomous par^raph. I never 
heard of an unsuecessful masculine author, whose books were 
drugs in the literary market, speak with a sneer of successful 
literary feminity, and insinuate that it was by accident, not ge 
nius, that they hit the popular ikvor ! 

By the memory of " seventy-six," No ! Do you suppose 
amara's opinions are in the market — to bo bought and sold 
to the highest bidder 1 Do you suppose he would laud a vapid 
book, because the feshionable authoress once laved hia toadying 
temples with the baptism of upper-tendom ? or, do you sup- 
pose he'd i^b a poor, but self reliant wretch, who had presumed 
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to climb to the topmost round of Fame^s ladder, without his 
royal permission or assistanee, and in despite of his repeated 
attempts to discourage her? No — no — bless your simple 
soul ; a man never stoops to a meanness. There never was 
a criticism yet, bom of envy, or malice, or repulsed love, or 
. ambifioa. No — no. Thank the gods, I have 
e exalted opinion of masculinity. 
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PORGETFUL HUSBANDS. 

" There is a nmn ont weal, ao Jbrgelfnl, lliatliis Hifo has to put a wafer oe tho ejid 
of hernoGe, that he tuar distiagoisli Iier (torn tbe ether ladles; hut this does net 
pnTent him from maklne oiuasional mlslak^s,^ 

Take the wafer off your nose, my dear, and put it on your 
lips! Keep silence and let Mr, Johnson go on "malting hia 
mistakes ; " — you cannot stop hini, if you try ; and if he has 
made up his mind to be near-^ghted, all the guide-boards 
that you can set up, will only drive him home the longest way 
round ! 

So trot your babies, smooth your ringlets, digest your din- 
ner, and — agree to differ! Do n't call Mr. Jotaison " my dear," 
or he will have good reason to tHnk you are going to ijuarrel 
with him ! Loolt as pretty as a poppet ; put on the dress he 
usedtolilte — and help him to his favorite bit at table, with 
your accustomed grace ; taking eare not (?) to touch him, ac- 
eidenially, with your little Iht hand, when you are pasiing it. 
Ten to one he is on the znarrow bones . of his soul to you, 
in less than a weelc, though tortures could n't wring o, confession 
out of him. Then, if he 's worth the trouble, you are to take 
advantage of hia silent penitence, and go every step of the 
way to meet him, for he will not approximate to you, the 
width of a straw ! If he has not frittered away all your 
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love for him, this is easily done, my di,ar, and fin one whole 
day after it, he will feci grateful to you tor sparing him tho 
humiliation {f) of making an acknowledgment. How many 
limes, my dear "Barki"," you -wil! be " willmg" to ^o through 
all this, depends upon scleral little cucumstancts m your 
history with which I am imacquamted. 
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3UMMEK FRIENDS 

"It irray ptan ana earn iVB ftel 



Don't you believe it 1 They would run from yovi, ss if you 
had the plague. "Write your hrow" with anything elae but 
your " troubles," if you do not wish to be left soJus. You have 
no idea how " good people " will pity you whea you tell your 
doleful ditty ! They will "pray for you," give you advice by 
the bushel, " feol for you" — everywhere but in their pocket- 
books ; and wind up by telling you to " trust in Providence j " 
to all of which you feel very much like replying aa the old lady 
did when she found herself spinning down hill in a wagon, " I 
trusted in Providence tili the tackling broke ! " 

Now, listen to me ; — just go to work arid hew out a path 
for youi-self ; get your head above water, and then snap your 
lingers in their phai-isaieal faces ! Never ask a fevor until you 
ore drawing your last breath ; and never forget one. " Write 
your troubles on your brow 1 " That man was either a knave, 
or, what is worse, a fool. I suppose he calls himself a poet ; if 
he doeis, all I have to say is, it 's high time the city authorities 
took (iway his " license." 



.■..Google 



HOW THE WIRES ARE PULLED: 



WHAT PRINTER'S INK WILL DO. 

"Isn't it extraordinary, Mr. Stubbs, how Mr. Simpkins can 
always be dressed in the last tip-lop feshion ? Don't you and 
I, and all the world know, that old Allen has a morlgage on 
his house, and that he never has a dollar by him longer than 
five minutes at a time. Is n't it extraordinary, Mr, Stubba 1 " 

"Not at all — not at all — my dear," said Mr. Stubbs, 
knocking the ashes ironi his Havana; " to an editor all things 
are possible ;" and he unfolded the damp sheets of the Family 
Gazette, of which Mr. Simpkina was editor, and commenced 
reading aloud the following paragraph ; 

" We yesterday had the gratification of visiting the celebrated 
establishment of the far-lamed Inman & Co., Hatters, No. 173 
Wideway, We pronounce their new style of spring hat, for 
lightness, beauty, and durability, to be unrivaled ; it is aptly 
designated the 'Count D'Orsayhat.' The gentlemanly and en- 
terprising proprietors of the establishment, are unwearied in 
their endeavors to please the pnbHc, TTiere is a je ne sais 
quoi about tkeir hats, which can be found nowhere else in the 
city." 
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" Well, I don't see," said Mrs. Stubbs, "I — " 

"Sh — ! sh — ! Mrs. Stubba; don't interrupt the court — 
here 's another," 

"Every one should visit the extensive ware-rooms of Will- 
tut & Co., Tailors, 59 Prince Albert street There is sdence 
waging in the very tails of Mr. Willcut's coats ; in iact, he may 
be said to be the only tailor in the city, who is a thorough artist. 
His pantaloons are the inee-plus-ultra of shear-dom. Mr. 
Willcut has evidenUy made the anatomy of masculinity a 
study — hence the admirable result The most casual observer, 
on noticing Mr, Willcut's fine phrenological developments, 
would at once negative the possibility of his nialdng o faux 
pas on broadcloth." 

"Keep quiet, Mrs. Stubbs; listen :" 

" The St, Lucifer Hotel is a palatial wonder ; whether we 
consider the number of acres it covers, the splendor of its mar- 
ble exterior, the sumptuousness of its drawing rooms, or the 
more than Oriental luxuriousness of its sleeping apartments, tha 
tapestry, mirrors and gilding of wliich remind one forcibly of 
the fer-lamed Tuileries. The host of the St Lucifer is aa 
Apollo in person, a Chesterfield in manners, and a LucuUua 
in iasle ; while those white-armed Houris, the female waiters, lap 
the soul in Elysium." 

Mr. Stubbs lifted his speetados to his forehead, crossed his 
legs, and nodded knowingly to Mrs. Stubbs, 

" That 's the way it 's done, Mrs. Stubbs. That last notice 
pmd his six months' hotel bill at the St. Lucifer, including wine, 
cigars, and other little editorial perquisites. Do you want to 
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know," said Stiibbs, (resuming the paper,)'^ow he gets his car- 
riages repaired and his horses shod for nothing in the village 
■where his couutiy seat is located 1 This, now, is a regulaJ' stroke 
of genius. He does it by two words. In an account of his 
visit to the Sybil's Cave, in which he says, 'Mr fhiend, the 
blaeltsmith, and I soon found the spot^' &c., (bah !) Then hero 
is something that will interest you, my dear, on the other page 
of the Gazette, Mr. Sinipldns has used up the dictioDary in a 
lialf-eolumn announcement ofMissTaiFety (the milliner's) 'mag- 

nific«Ht opening at street.' (Of course she made his wife 

a present of a now Paris bonnets") 

" Well, I never — " said the simple Mrs. Stubbs. " Good- 
ness knows, if I had known all this before, I would have mar- 
ried an editor myself. Stubbs, why don't you set tip a news- 
paper "i" 

" M-r-s. S-t-u-b-b-s ! " said her husbaad, in an oracular tone, 
"to conduct a newspaper requires a degree of fact, enterprise 
and ability to which Jotham Stubbs unfortunately is a stranger. 
The Family Gazette or its founder is by no means a fiur sample 
of our honorable newspapers, and their upright, intelligent, and 
respected editors. Great Csesar! — no!" said Stubbs, rising 
from lus chair, and bringing his hand down emphatically on his 
corduroys, " no more than you are a fejr sample of feminine 
beauty, Mrs. Stubbs!" 
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WHO WOULD BE THE LAST MAN? 

What kind of a time would they have ? Why, of course 
no grass would grow under their slippers ! The " Wars of 
the Roses," the battles of Waterloo and Bunker Hill would 
be a force to it. Black eyes would bo tlie rage, and both caps 
and characters would be torn to tatters. I imagine it would 
not ho much of a millennium, either, to the moving cause of 
the disturbance. He would be as crazy as a fly in a drum, or 
as diray as a bee in a l«n-acre lot of honeysuckles, uncertain 
where to alight. He 'd roll his bewildered eyes from one ex- 
qmate organization to another, and frantically and diplomati- 
cally exdaim — "How happy could I be with either, were 
t'othca' dear charmer away ! " 

" What kind of a time would the women have, were there 
only one man in the world ? " 

What kind of a time would they have? What is that to 
me I They might "take their own time," every "Miss Lucy" 
of them, for all /should care ; and so might the said man him- 
self ; for with me, the limited supply would not increase the 
value of the article. 
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"ONLY A COUSIN." 

How the raid patters against the windows of your office ! 
Ho w somlDre, and gloomy, and cheerless, it looks there ! Your 
little office-boy looks more like an imp of darkness thaa any- 
thing else, as he sits ei'ouehed in tlie comer, with his elbows on 
his knees and his chin in his hands. 

You button your overcoat tight to your chin, (cut possible 
clients,) and run over to see your cousin Kitty. Ah! that 
is worth while ! A bright, blazing fire ; so& wheeled up to if^ 
and Kitty sitting there, looking so charming in her pretty neg- 
lige. She loolts tip sweetly and tranquilly, and says : " Now 
that's a good Harry ; sit down by me, and be agreeable." 

Well, you "sit down," (just as close as you like, too!) tell 
her all the down-towa male gossip ; consult her confidentially 
about trimming your whiskers ; and dears her candid, unbi- 
ased opinion about the propriety and feasibiEty, with the help 
of some Maca^ar, of coaxing out a moustadie ! Then you 
inake a foray into her work-basket, tangling spools most un- 
merdfuOy, and reading over dl the dioice bits of poetry that 
women are so fond of clipping from the newspapers. Then 
you both go into the china closet, and she gets you a tempthig 
little luncheon ; and you grow suddenly merry, and have a 
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contest which shall make the worst pun; you earn for yourself 
a boxed ear, and are obhged, in self-defence, to imprison the 
offending hand ; your aunt comes in ; let her come ! are not 
you and Kitty cousins 1 

There's a ring at the door, and Mr, Frank — ■■ ■ ■ ■ ia an- 
nounced. You say, " Unmitigated puppy ! " and begin a ve- 
hement discussion with your aunt, about anything that cornea 
handy ; but that don't prevent you from seeing and hearing all 
that goes on at the other aide of the room. Your aunt is very 
oblivious, and wouldn't mind it if you occasionally lost the 
thread of your discourse. Kitty is the least bit of a coquette ! 
and her conversation is very provocative, roey and sparkling ; 
you privately determine to read her a lecture upon it, as 
soon as practicable- 
It seems as though Mr. Frank nevei" -would go. Upon 

his exit,10tty infoi-ms you that she is going to Madame 

's concert with him. You look serious, and tell her you 

" should be very sorry to see a cousin of yours enter a con- 
cert room with such a brainless fop." Kitty fosses her curls, 
pats you on the arm, and says, "Jeahua, hey ? " You tuni on 
your heel, and, lighting a cigar, bid her " good-moming," and 
for alitUe eternity of a week you never go near her. Mean- 
time, your gentlemen iHends tell you how " divine " your 
little cousin looked at the concert. 

You are in a very bad humor ; dgars are no sedative — news- 

papei-s.dtber. You crowd your beaver down over your eyes 

and start for your offica On the ^vay you meet Kitty ! Hebe ! 

haw bright and fi'eah she looJts ! and wliat an unmitigated brute 

7b E 
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you've been to treat her so! Take earc! she knows what 
you are thinking about ! Women are omniscient in such mat- 
ters ! So she peeps archly from beneath those long eyelashes, 
and says, extending the tip of her little gloved hand ^" Want 
to make iip, Harry ? " 

There 'a no resisting ! That smiie leads you, like a will-o' 
the-wisp, anywhere ! So you wait upon her homo ; nobody 
comes in, not even your respected aunt ; and you never call 
her " cousin," after that day ; but no man living ever won such 
a darling little wife, as Kitty has promised to be to you, some 
bright morning. 
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THE CALM 0¥ DEATH. 



Haught seems to paase ot atoj." 

Clasp tfie hands meeldy over the still breast — they Ve no 
more work to do ; dose the weary eyes — they Ve no more tears 
to shed J part the dimjj lodts — tliere 's no more pain to bear. 
Qosed IS the eoi alike to Love's kind Toiee, and Calumny'a 
stinging whisper 

Oh ! it in ttiat =itilli,il heart you have ruthlessly planted a 
thorn ; if flom that pleading eye you have carelessly fumed 
away ; if your b^ing glance, and kindly word, and clasping 
hand, lia^e come — all loo late — then God foigive you! No 
frown gathers on the marble brow as you gaze — no acora 
cui'ls the chiselled hp — no fiiish of wounded feeling mounts to 
the hlue v emed temples 

God forgive jou! for your feet, too, must shrinlt appalled 
from deatVs cold river — your (altering tongue aslc, " Can this 
1k) death V — your fading eye linger lovingly on the sunny 
earth — yonr dammy hand yield its last faint pressure — your 
anking pulse give its last feehle flutter. 

Oh, rapacious grave ; yet another victim for thy voiceless 
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keeping ! "What ! no word or greeting from all thy household 
sleepers 1 No warni welcome from a sister's loving lips 1 No 
. throb of pleaam-e from the dear maternal bosom ? 

Silent all! 

Oh, if these brokea linlts were never gathered up ! If he- 
yond Death's swelling flood there were no etemnl shore ! If 
for the struggling bark there were no port of peace ! If 
athwart that lowering cloud sprang no bright bow of promise! 

Mas for love. If f^ be all, 
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l<9Bgre»ibIe, Smitli, I'm just getting m 
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MRS. ADOLPIIUS SMITH SPOETING 
THE "BLUE STOCKING." 

Well, 1 think I'll finish tJiat story for the editor of tha 
"Diitdimau." Let me see; wibei'edldlleaveoff^ Tbe setting 
sun was just gilding witJi his last ray — "Ma, I want some 
Lread and molassess " — (yes, dear,) gilding with his last ray 
the church spire — " Wife, where's my Sunday paiits ? " ( JJii- 
der the bed, dear,) the diurch spire of Inverness, when a — 
" There's nothing under the bed, dear, hut your lace cap " — 
(Perhaps they are in the coal hod in the dosef^) wheJi a horse- 
man was seen approaching — "Ma'am, thi^ perlalors is out; 
not one for dinner " — (Take some turnips,) approadimg, cov- 
ered with dust, and — " Wife ! tlie haby has swallowed a but 
ton" — (Beverae him, dear — take him by the heels,) and wav- 
ing in his hand a banner, on whidi was written — "Ma! I've 
torn my pantaloons" — liberty or death! The inhabitants 
rushed en tnasie — "Wife! will you leave off scribbling f 
(Don't be diaagieeahle. Smith, I'm just getting inspired,) to 
the public squaie, wheie De Begnis, who had been secretly — 
"Butclier wants to see you, ma'am" — secretly informed of the 
traitors' — " Forgot which you said, ma'ana, sausages or mutton 
chop " — movements, gave ordere to fire ; not less than twenty 
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"My gracious! Smith, you haven't heea reversinff that 

child all tliis time ; he's as hlack as your coat; and tliat boy 
of TOuivs has torn up the first sheet of my manuscript. Tkere! 
it's no use for a married -woman to cultivate her intellect. 
Smilh, hand me those twins, 
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CECILE VKAY. 

, Tbls laJy dlafl in great 
»j.' I wish I wBrodsrfl" 

A ERiBP paragraph, to chronicle a brokea heart ! Poor Ce 
cile ! "We little thought of this, when conniag our French taaks, 
your long raven ringlets twining lovingly with mine ; or, when 
released from school dradgery, we sauntered thi-ough the fra- 
grant woods, weaving rosy dreams of a bright future, wMch 
ndther you aor I were to see. 

I feel again your warm breath upon my cheek — tho clasp 
of your clinging arms ahout my neck ; and the whispered 
" Don't foi^t me, Fanny," from that most musical of voices. 

Time rolled on, and oceans rolled between : then came a ru- 
mor of ati "artist lover" — then a "bridal" — now the sad 
sequel! 

Poor Cedle ! Those dark eyes restlessly and vainly look- 
ing for some iamiliar foce on which to rest, ere they closed 
forever ; that listening ear, tortured by strange footsteps — that 
Sottering sigh, breathed out on a strange hosom. Poor Ceeile ! 

And he (shame to tell) who won that loving heart but to 
trample it laider foot, baslts under Italy's sunny skies, hound in 
flowery fetters, of a fordgn syren's weaving 
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God rest tliee, Cecilc ! Death nevor cliilled a warmci- licart ; 
iarth never pillowed a lovelier head ; Heaven ne'er wclcoraed 
I sweeter spirit. 



On foreign shores, from broken dreams, a guilty man sh 
start, as thy last sad, plaintive wail rings in his tortured t 
" Would I were dead ? " 
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SAM SMITH'S SOLILOQUY. 

Br tJie beard of the Prophet ! wliat a thing it is to be a 
bachelor ! 1 wonder when this table was dusted last ! I won- 
der how long since that mattress was turned, or tliat carpet 
swept, or whnt was the primeval color of that ewer aad waah- 

Christopher Columbus ! how the frost curtains the wiodows ; 
how diige-like the wind moans : how like a great, white pall 
tlie snow covers flie ground. Five times I've ining that bell 
for coal, for this rickety old grate, biit I might as well thnmp 
for admittance at tlie gate of Paradise. 

And spealtiiig of Paradise — Sam Smith, jou must bo mar- 
ried: youhaven't abuttoii to your shirt, nor a sliirt to your 
buttons either. 

Wonder if women, are such obstinate little monkeys to man- 
age '( Wonder if they must be bribed with a new bonnet 
every day, to keep the peace? Wonder if you bring home a 
friend unespectedly to dianer, if they always take to their bed 
with the sick headache 1 Wish there was any way of finding 
out, but by experience. Well, Sam, you are a Napoleonic 
looking fellow : if yow can't manage a woman, who can ? 

How I shall pet tiie little dipper. I '11 marry a blue-eyed 
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woman : they are the most affktioaate bhe must not be too 
tal! : a man's wife should n'f. hok down upon him. She must 
not kuow too miich; the Furies talte your pert, catamounty, 
ecribbiiiig women, with a repartee always lolled up under 
their tongues. She must n't be over seventeen ; faut how to 
find that out, Sam, is the question : it is about as easy as to 
mate an editor tell yon the truth about his subscription list. 
She must be handsome — no she mustn't either, I should be 
as jealous aa Blue Beard. All the corkscrew, pantalooned, per- 
fiimed popiujays would be ogling her. But then, again, there's 
three hundred and sixty-five days in a year, and three times a 
day I must sit opposite that coimubial fiice, at the table. What's 
to be done ? Yes ; she must be handsome : that is as certain 
09 that Louis Napoleon has a Jewish horror of Ham. 

-Wonder if wives are expensive articles? Wonder if their 
" little hands were ever made to scratch out husbands' eyes? " 
Wonder if Caudle lectures are "all in your eye," or — occa- 
sionally in your earl Wonder if babies invariably prefer the 
nighUimetocry? 

To marry or not to roany, Sara ? Whetiier 't is better to 
go buttonlesa, and to shiver, or marry and be always in hot 
water? 

There 's Tom Hillot. Tom 's mavried. I was his grooms- 
man. I would have given a small fortune to have been in his 
white satin vest — what with the music, and the roses, and the 
pretty little bridesmaid ! Did n't the bride look bewitching, 
with the rose-flush on her cheek and the tear on her eyelash ? 
And liow provokingly happy Tom looked, when ho whirled off 
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with her in the carriage to their new home ; and what a, pretty 
little home it was, to be sure. It is just a ye<ir to-day since 
they were man-ied, I dined there yestercfay. It striltes mo 
that Tom don't joke as much as he lised in his bachelor days ; 
and then he has a way, too, of leaving his sentences unfinished. 
And I noticed that liis wife often toudied his foot with her 
slipper under the table. What do you suppose she did that 
for 1 Just as I was buttoning up my coat to come away, I 
asked Tom if he would go to up Tammany Hall with me. 
He looked at his wife, and she said, " Oh — ffo by sJl means, 
Mr. Hillot ; " when Tom immediately declined. I dou't un- 
derstand matrimonial tactics ; hut it seems to me he ought to 
have obliged her. 

Do you know John Jones and his \i ifu ' (p Lulnr n sme 
tliat, — "Jones!") Well, they aie another happy couple It 
is enough to malce bachelor eyes turn green to see them 
Mrs. Jones had heen four tunes a widow when she mamed 
John. She knows the value ot hi.ishancls She takes precious 
good care of John, Befoie he goes to the office m the irom 
ing, she pops her head out the window to see if Uie weaiher 
cock indicates a surtout, spencer, cloak, or Tom and Jerry ; this 
pomt settled, she follows him to the door, and calls him back 
to close his thorax button " for fear of quinsy," Does a shower 
come up in the forenoon ? She sends him dogs, India-ruhhers, 
an extra flannel shht, and an oHdoth overall, and prepares two 
qiimls of boiling ginger tea to administer on his arrival, to pre- 
vent lie damp from " striking in," If he helps himself to a second 
Dit of turkey, she immediately removes it fi-om his plate, and 
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108 SAM smith's eoHLoeuT. 

applying a pocket handkerchief to her eyet, aslts him " ii he 
has the heart to make her for the fifth time a widow 1 " You 
CMi see, with half an oyp, that Joha mu'.t be the happiest dog 
alive. I 'd like to see the mi'^creant who dares to say he is 
not! 

Certainly — matrimony is an invention of— — ■, Well, no 
matter who invented it. I 'm going to try it. Where 's my 
blue coat with the bright, biiiss buttons 1 The woman has yet 
to be boro who can resist that ; and my buff vest and neek-tie, 
too : may I be shot if I duu't offer them both to the little Wid- 
ow Paidi^letliis very night. "Pardiggle!" Phtebus! whata 
name for such a rose-bud, I '11 r&<ii'isten lier by the euphonious 
name of Smith. She '11 Itave me, of course. She wants a hus- 
band — ^I want a wife : there's one point already in wWch we 
perfectly agree. I hate preliminaries. I suppose it is unneces- 
sary for me to begin with the amatory alphabet. With a 
■widow, I suppose you can skip the rudiments. Say what you 've 
got to say in a fraction of a second. Women grow as mis- 
chievous as Satan if they think you are afraid of them. Do I 
look as if J were afraid 1 Just examine liie growth of my 
whiskers. The Bearded Lady could n't hold a candle to tliem, 
(though I wonder she don't to her own.) Afraid? h-m-m ! I 
feel as if I could conquer Asia. Wliat tlio mischief ails this 
cravat ■? It must be the cold that makes my h^id tremble so : 
there — that 11 do: that's quite an inspiration. Broromel him- 
self couldn't go beyond that Now for the widow; bless her 
little round fecc ! I 'm immensely obliged to old Pardiggle 
for giving her a quit claim. I'll make her as happy as a little 
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rotiii, Do you tliinlt I 'd brmg a tear into lier lovely Line 
eye? Do you think I'd sit after tea, ■with my back to lier, 
and my feet upon the mantel, staring up chimney for three 
hours together 1 Do you think I 'd leave her blessed little 
side, to dangle round oyster-saloons and theatres t Do I look 
like a man to let a woman flatten her pretty little nose against 
the window-pjme night afea; iiighf, tfying to see me reel up 
street 1 Ifo. Mr. and Mrs. Adam were not more beautified 
in their nuptial-bower, tiiaa I shall be with the Widow 
Pardlgglc 



iSefiised by a widow! Who ever heard of such a lliing'? 
Well; there 's one comfort : nobodyll ever believe it. She is 
not so very pretty after all : her eyes are too small, and her 
hands are rough and red-dy: — not so veiy readr/ eitlier, 
confound the gipsy. What amazing pretty shoulders she has ! 
Well, who cares? 

" If she be not fnii- foi' jne, 
Wiiat care I how fair she he ! " 

Ten to one, she 'd have set iip that wretch of a Pai-diggle for 
my model. Who wants to he Pardi^le 2nd? I am glad 
she did n't hjive me. 1 mean — I 'm glad I did n't have her ! 
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LOVE AND DUTY. 

The inoon looked down upon no iairer sight than Eflie May, 
OS she lay sleeping on her little eoueh, that iair summer nighE. 
So thought her mother, as ahe glided gently ui, to give her a 
silent, good-n!ght blessing. The bright flush of youtt, and 
hope was on her cheek. Her long dark kiir lay in masses 
about her neck and shoulders; a sinile played , upon Ihe 
red lips, and the mother bent low to catch the indistinct 
muvmur. She starts, at the whispered name, as if a serpent 
had stung her ; and as the little snowy hand is tossed restlessly 
upon the coverlid, slie sees, glittering in tlie moonbeams, on 
that childish finger, the golden signet of betrothal. Sleep 
sought in vain to woo the eyes of the mother that night. Ee- 
proachfully ahe asked herseli^ " How could I have been so 
blind 1 (but then Effie has seemed to me only a child !) But 
he t oh, no ; the wine-cup will be my child's rival ; it must not 
be." Effie was wilful, and Mrs, May knew she must be cau- 
tiously dealt with ; but she knew, also, that no mother need 
desp^, who possesses tlie affection of her child. 

Effie's violet eyes opened to greet the first ray of the morn- 
ing sun, as he peeped into ber room. She stood at tlie little 
mirror, gathering up, with those small hands, thie rich tresses 
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so impatient of coiifmemont. How could, slie fail to know tliat 
she was fiur 1 — slie read it in every Skua she met ; but there 
was one (and she was hftsteuicg to meet him) whose eye had 
noted, with a lover's pride, every shiningrhiglet, and azure vein, 
and flitting blush ; his words were soft aad low, and sltUlfully 
chosen, and s\Teeter than muma to her ear ; and so she tied, 
with a cai-eless grace, the little straw hat under her dimpled 
chla ; and fresh, and sweet, and guileless, as the daisy tliat bent 
beneath her foot, she tripped lightly on to the old trysting place 
by the willows. 

Stay ! a hand is laid lightly upon her iurin, luid the pleading 
voice of mother an'csfs that springing step. 

" Effie dear, sit down with me on thb old garden seat ; give 
up your walk for this morning ; I slept but indifferently last 
night, and morning finds nie languid Mid c 

AshadowpassedoverEffie'sfiice; thelittZecl 
and a rebellious feeling was busy at her heart ; but one look in 
her mother's palo face dedded her, and, untying the strings of 
her hat, she leaned her head cai'essingly upon her mother's 
shoulder. 

"You ai'e ill, dear mother; you are troubled;'''' ;ind slio 
looked inquiringly up into her face. 

" Listen to me, Efiie, I have a story to tell you of myself: 
When I was about your age, I formed an acquaintance with a 
young man, by the name of Adolph. Hehad been buta short time 
in the village, but long enough to win the hearts of half the 
young girls, &om their rustic admirers. Handsome, frank and 
social, he found himself everywhere a favorite. He would at 
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by me for iiours, reading oiir fevoiite authors ; and side liy 
side, we ramlDled tirroxigli all the lovely patlis with which our vil- 
lage abounded. My pai-ents knew nothing to his ctisadvantage, 
and were equally charmed as myself ivilh his ewlfivated refine- 
ment of manner, and the indefinable interest ivlth which he 
invested every topic, grave or gay, which it suited his mood to 
discuss. Before I knew it, my heart was no longer in my owh 
keeping. Oae afternoon, he called to accompany me upon a 
little excursion, we had planned together. As he came up the 
gravel walk, I noticed that his fine hau' was in disorder ; a 
pang, keen as deatli, shot through my hearty when he approached 
me, witli reeling, unsteady step, and stammering tongue. I 
could not speak. The chill of death gathered round my heart. 
I feinted. When I recovered, he was gone, and my mother's 
face was bending over mo, moist with tears. Her woman's 
heart knew all that was passing in mine. She pressed her lips 
to my forehead, and only said, ' God strengthen you to choose 
the right, my child.' 

" I could not look upon her sorrowful eyes, or &e pleading 
fiice of nay gray*haired fether, and tanst myself again to the 
witdiery of that Toice and smile. A letter came to me ; 1 
dared not read it, (Alas ! my heart pleaded too eloquentiy, 
even then, for his return.) I returned it unopened ; my fiither 
and mother devoted themselves to lighten the load that iay 
upon my heart; but the perfume of a flower, a remembered 
strain of music, a stru^ling moonbeam, would bring back old 
memories, with a emshing bitterness that swept all before it for 
the moment. But my Other's aged haud lingered on my head 
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with a blessing, aiid my idoUict's yoIcc had the sweetness of 
an angel's, as it fell upon my ear! 

" Time passed on, and I had conquered myself. Your father 
saw me, and proposed for my hand ; nay parents leH mc free 
to oioose, aad Effie dear, are we not happy ?" 

" Oh, mother," siud Effie, (then looking sorrowfully in lier 
ftoe,) "did you never see Adolph again ^ " 

"Do you remember, my child, tiie summer eveniog we sat 
upon tke piazza, when a, dusty, trarel-stMiied man came up tJie 
steps, and begged for 'aeupper?' Do you recollect his bloated, 
disfigured &ee? Effie, that was Adolph!" 

" Not that tiirecl! of a man, mother ? " said Effie, (covering 
her eyes with her hands, as if to shut him out irom her sight.) 

" Yes ; that was all that remained of that glorious intellect, 
and that form made after God's own image. I looked around 
upon my happy home, then upon your noble father — then — 
wpOE him, and," (taking Effio's little hand and pomtmg to the 
ring that endroled it,) " in y<mr car, my daughter, I now breathe 
my mother's prayer for me — ' God help t/ov to choose the 
riffhtV" 

The bright head of Effie sank upon her mother's breast, and 
with a gush of tears she drew the golden drdet from her fin- 
ger, and placed it in her mother's hand. 

" God bless you, my chUd," said the happy mother, as slie 
led her hack to tlieir quiet homa 
8b 
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A FALSE PEOVEEB. 

I WONDER who but the "&ther of Kes,"ori^nated this prov- 
erb, "Help yourself and then everybody else will hdp you," 
Is it not as true as the hook of Job that it 's just diiving the 
nails into your own coffin, to let anybody know you want help ! 
Is not a " seei3y " hat, a threadbare coaf^ or patched dress, an 
effectual shower-bath on old ftieadsMps? Have not people a 
mortal horror of a sad &ee and a pitiful story ? Don't they on 
hearing it, instinctively poke their purses into the fiirthest, most 
remote corner of their pockets "i Don't tliey rap their warm 
garments round their well-fed persons, and advise you, in a 
saintly tone, " to trust in Providence? " Are they not always 
" engaged " ever after, when you call to see ihem 1 Are they 
not near-sighted when, you meet them in the street ? — and don't 
they turn short comers to get out of your way 1 "Help your- 
self," — of course you will, (if you have any spirit ;) — bxit when 
sickness comes, or dark days, and your wits and nerves are 
both exhausted, don't place any dependence on this lying prov- 
erb ! — or you will find yourself decidedly humbugged. And 
ttea, whai your heai't is so sofl; that anybody could knock you 
down with a feather, get into the darkest hole you can find, and 
cry it out! Thei -"jraw) out, \athe your eyes till they shine 
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ngain, and if you have one nice garment leil, out with it, put it 
on ! turn your shawl ou tie "brightest fade ; put your iDest aud 
prettiest foot foremost ; tie on your go-to-meetiii' bonnet^ and 
smile under it, if it half liills you ; and see how compliusant 
the world will bo when — you asit nothing of it ! 

But if (as there are exceptions to all rules,) you should chance 
to stumble upon a true friend (whew you can only render thmlts 
as an equivalent for kindness) "make a note on't," as "Captain 
Cuttle " says, for it doa't happen but once in a life-time ! 
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A MODEL HUSBAND. 

LovlDS Clough. "Wheu hor ImsbaDd found Bbe was delsnaiiiddtn go, lie gave her 
one bnnated doUara to alatt itillL" 

Macisajiimods Perry ! Had I been your spouse, I sliould 
have handed that " one hundred dollar bill " to Mr. Levina 
enough, as a healing plaster for bis disappointed afiections -— oi- 
cirded your neek ■with my repentant arms, and returned to your 
■home. Then, I 'd mend every rip in your coat, gloves, vest, 
pants, and stodiings, from that remorseful hour, till tlie millen- 
nial day. I 'd hand you your cigar-case and slippew, put away 
your cane, hang up your coat and hat, trim your beard and 
whiskers, and wink at your sherry cobblers, whislty punches, 
and mint juleps. I 'd help you get a " ten striJte " at ninepins. 
I 'd give you a " night key," and be perfectly oblivious what time 
m the small bom's yow tumbled into the front entry. I 'd pet all 
your etupid relatives, and help your country friends to " beat 
down " the dty shopkeepers, 1 'd frown at all offers of " pin 
money." I 'd let you " smoke " in my fece till I was as brown 
as a herring, and my eyes looked as if they wei-e bound with 
pink tape; and I'd invito that pretty widow Delilali Wil- 
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kins to dinner, and run out to do some shopping, and stay away 
till tea-timo. Why! there 's nothing I loouldnH do for you — 
you might have knocked me dowii with a feather, ater such a 
piece of magnanimity. That " Levins Clough " could stand no 
more chance than a ■woodpecker tapping at an iceherg. 
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HOW IS IT? 



Tj I shall apply to the Legislature to have your name 
to "Sapphira," You are an unpriudpled female. 
Just imagine yourself Mae. Snip. It is a little prefix not to 
be sneezed at. It is only the privileged few, who can secure a 
pair of corduroys to mend, and trot by the side of; or a pair 
of coat-flaps alternately to dam, aad hang on to, amid the vi- 
dssitudes of this patchwork existence. 

Think of the high price of fuel, Susan, and the yuantity it 
takes to warm a low-spirifed, single woman ; and then thick 
of having all that found for you by your hasbajid, and no 
extra charge for "^its." Think how pleasant to go to tlie 
closet and faid a great boot-jack on your best bonnet ; or " to 
work your passage" to the looking-glass, every morning, 
through a sea of dickeys, vests, coats, continuations, and neck- 
ties ; think of your nicely-polished toilette table spotted a]l over 
with shaving suds ; think of your " Guide to Young Women," 
used for a rezov strap. Think of Mr. Snip's lips being hennet- 
icaily sealed, day after day, except to asli you " if the coal waa 
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out, or if his coat was mended." Think of coming up from 
the Ititehen, in a gasping state of exhaustion, alter malting a 
batcii of big favorite pies, and finding five or six great dropsical 
baga disemboweled on your chamber floor, from the contents 
of which Mr, Snip had selected the "pieces" of your best sillt 
gown, for " rags " to dean his gun with. Think of his taking 
a watch-guard you made him out of toue hair, for a dog-col- 
lar ! Think of your promenading the floor, night aftei' night, 
with your fistful, ailing baby hushed up to your wai-m cheek, 
lest it should disturb your husband's slumbers; and think of 
Ins comicg home the next day, and telling yon, when you were 
exhausted with, your vigils, " that he had just met his old love, 
Lilly Grey, looking as fresh as a daisy, and that it was unac- 
countable how much older you looked than she, alliough jou 
were both tiie same age. 
Think of all that, SusiUi. 
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A MORNING RAMBLE. 

What a lovol j jnorning ! It is a luxury to breathe. How 
blue the sky ; how soft the ok; how fragrant the fresh spring 
grass and budding trees ; and with what a gush of melody that 
little Iiird eases his joy-burdened heart. 

"Tlila world is very lovely. Oh my Sod, 
I UiiTik TliM, that I live." 

Qouds there are ; but, oh, how much of sunshine ! Sorrow 
there is; but, in every eup is mingled a drop of balm. Over 
OUT threshold the destroyii^ angel passeth ; yet, ei^e Uie rush 
of his dark wing eweepeth past, cometh the Healer. 

— Here is a poor, blind man baskiag in the sunshine, silently 
appealing, witli outstretched palm, to the passer-by. Through 
his thin, gray locks the wind plays lovingly. A smile beams 
on his withered iaee ; for, though his eyes are rayless, he can 
/eel that chiU Winter has gone ; and he knows that tke flowers 
are blossoming, — for the sweet West wind cometh, God-com- 
missioned, to waft him tlieir fragrance. Some pedestrians gaze 
curiously at him : others, like the Levite, " pies by oa the 
other side." A woman appi-oaehes. She is plainly dad, and 
bears a basket on h«r arm. She has a good, kind, motherly 
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(kca, as if she were hastenmg back to some humble Jiomo, 
made brighter and happier by her prcsenco. Life is sweet 
to her. She catdies sight of the poor old man ; her eye falls 
upon the label affixed to his breast : " I am blind ! " Oh, what 
if the brightaess and beauty of this glad sunshine were all 
night, to her vailed lids "S What if the dear home faces wwe for 
ever shrouded irom her yearning sight? What if she might 
never walk the sunny earth, without a guiding hand ? She pla^s 
her basket «pon the sidewalk, and wipes away a tear : now she 
exploi-es her tJme-wom pocket; finds the hardly-earned coin, and 
placing it m the palm of tiie old man, presses his hand hvingly, 
and is gone ! 

Poor Bardmeus ! He may never see the honest fiice that 
bent so tenderly over him ; but, to his heart's core, he felt that 
kindly pressure, and the sunshine is all the brighter, and the 
breeze Sweeter and fresher for that fi'iendly grasp, and life is 
again bright to lie poor bhnd man. 

"On Goal ithiuifcl'Le^tiiatllivBl'' 



How swiftly the ferry boat plows through the wave! How 
gleefully that litlJe diild claps its tiny liauds, as the saowy foam, 
parts on either side, then dashes away lilce a thing of life. 
Here are weary business men, going back to their quiet homes; 
and pleasure-loving belles, returning from the city. Padcg 
np and down the deck, is a worn and weary woman, lieariag 
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in hor arms a child, so emaciated, so attenuated, tliat tut for 
the restless glance of its dark, sunken eyes, one would think it 
a little cor[«e. The mother haa left her uahealtJiy garret in 
the noLTOme lane of the teeming dty, and paid her last penny 
to the fen-yman, that the health-laden sea breeze may &n the 
sidt child's temples. Tenderly she moves it from one shoul- 
der to another. Now, she lays its little clieek to hers ; now, 
she kisses tiie little slender fingers ; but still the hahy moans. 
The boat touches tlie pier. All are leading, but the mother and 
child ; the ferryman fells her to " go too." She says timidly, 
" I want to return again — I live the other side — I eame on 
board for the baby," (pointing to the dying chUc!.) Poor wo- 
man, she did not know that she could not go bade without an- 
other fee, and she has not a penny. Loathsome as is her dis- 
tait home, she must go back to it; but how? 

One passenger beside herself still lingers listenmg. Dainty 
fingers drop a coin into the gruff ferryman's hand, — then a hand- 
fiil into the weaiy, troubled mother's. The sickly babe looks 
up and Enules at the chinkmg com — the mother smiles, because 
the baby has smiled agsun — and then weeps because she knows 
not how to thank the lovely donor, 

"Homeward bound." 

Over the blue waters, the golden sunset gleams ; tinting the 
snowy, billowy foam with a thousand iris hues ; while at the 
boaf s prow, standis the happy mother, wooing the cool sunset 
bi-eeze, which kisses sootliingly the sicli infiint's temples. 

" Tliia earlli la very lordj'. Oli my Goii, 
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HOUR-GLASS THOUGHTS. 

The bride stands waiting at the altar; tlie corpse Ilea wait- 
ing for burial. 

Love vainly implores of Death a reprieve ; Despair vainly 
invoices his coming, 

Tho starving wretch, who purloins a crust, trembles in the 
ball of Justice; liveried sin, unpunished, riots in higb places. 

Brothers, ciad " in purple and fine linen, fiire sumptuously 
every day ; " Sisters, in linsey-woolsey, toil in garrets and 
shrink, trembling, irom insults that no fraternal arm avenges. 

The Villus Squire sows, reaps and gamers golden harveste ; 
the Pariah Clei^njan Mghs, as his casting vote cuts down his 
already meager salary. 

The unpaid sempstress be-gems with tears the ikiry festal 
robe ; proud beauty floats in it through the ball-room, like a 
thing of air. 

Church spires point, with tapering fingers, to the rich man's 
heaven ; Penitence, in rags, tearfid aad altarless, meekly stays 
its tunid foot at the threshold. 

Saealcing Vice, wrapped in Uie labeled cloak of Piety, finds 
"opea sesame;" .shrinking Conscientiousness, jostled rudely 
aside, weeps in secret ils ianoied unworthiness. 
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124 noUB-OLAsa t.louuhts. 

The Editor grows pletlioric on the applause of the public and 
mammoth, subscription hsts ; &ka mtrecoffmeed journalist, who, 
behiad the scenes, mixes so deiUy the newspaperial salaci, lives 
oa the smaUest posaWe stipend, and looks like an undertaker's 
■wallting advertisement. 

The Wife, pure, patient, loving, trustful, site siugiDg, "by the 
evening fire, repairing, witii the busy fingers of economy, the 
time-worn garment ; the Husband, fevored by daitoess, seeks, 
witii stealthy steps fmd costly giila, the syren of the hour, squan- 
dering hundreds to win a smUe which is ever in the market for 
the highest bidder. 

The polluted libertine, with fou! lips, hackneyed heart, but 
polished manners, finds smiling welcome at the beauteous lips 
of Vh-tue ; while, from the brow on which that libertine has 
ineffiiceably written " Magdalen," " beauteous Virtue " turns 
Bcomftiliy away. 

Wives rant of their " Woman's Eights," in public ; Hus- 
bands eat bad dinners and tend crying babies, at home. 

Mothers toil in kitchens ; Daughters lounge in parlors. 

Fatiiers drive tiie plough ; Sons drive tandem. 



.■..Google 



BOAKDJNG HOUSE EXrEIlIENCE, 

Mb. Ralph Ebbocx lived by his mfB : i. e., he kept a 
hoarcUng-house ; taking in any number of ladies and genile- 
men, who, in the philanthrojac langu^e of his advertisemenl^ 
"pined for ti,e comforts Mid elegancies of a home." 

Mr. Eenoux's house was at the court-end of the city ; his 
drawingrroom -was unexceptionably furnished, and himself when 
"made up," ^er ten o'clock in the morning, qiiita comme H 
foul. Mrs, E«noux never appeared ; being, in the pathetic 
words of Mr. Eenons, " in a drooping, invalid state : " never- 
flieless, ske might be seen, by the initiated, haunting the back 
stairs and entries, and with flying eap-^trlngs, superintending 
kitdien-caUnet af&irs. 

Mrs. Eenonx was the unhappy mother of three nnmarried 
daughters, with red hair, and tempers to match ; who languished 
over Byron, in elegant negligies, of a morning, toll after the 
last masculine had departed ; then, in curl-papers aad calico 
long-shorts, performed, for the absentees, the duty of chamber- 
maids ; peeping into v^ses, trunks, bureaus, dgar boxes and 
coat pockets, and replenishing their perfumed bottles, from tbe 
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gontlemen's toilet stands, with the most perfect nondialance. 
At dinner, they emeiged from iheu- chrysalis state, into the 
most butterfly gorgeoiisness, and exchanged the cracked treble, 
■with Tifhidi they had been oi'dering round the over-tasked 
maid-ofall-'worlt, as IJiey affeclionatcly addressed " Papa," 



At the commencement of my story, Eenoiix was as happy 
as a kitten with its first mouse— having entrapped, with the 
bait of his alluring advertisement, a widow lady with one diild. 
"The comforts and elegandes of a home;" — it was just 
what the lady was seeking : — how very fortunate ! 

" Certainly, Madam," said Renoux, doubling himself into 
Ihe form of the letter C. " I will serve your meals ia your 
own room, if you prefer j but, really, Madam, I trust you will 
sometimes grace the drawing-room with your pres.ence, as we 
have a very select little fenuly of boarders. Do you choose 
to brealdast at eighty nine, or ten, Ifedam ? Do you incline to 
Mocha % or prefer the leaves of the Celestial city "i Are you 
fond of eggs. Madam.? Would you prefer to dine at four, oi 
five? Do you wish six courses, or more? There is the bell- 
rope, Madam. I trust you will use it unsparingly, should any 
thing be omitted or neglected. I am just on my way down 
town, and if you will fevor me by saying what you would 
fancy for your diuner to-day, (the market is full of every 
flung — fish, flesh, fowl and game of all sorts,) you have only to 
express a wish, Madam, and flie thing is here; I should be mis- 
erable, indeed, were the request of a lady to be disregai'ded in 
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BOARDINO HOUSE BXPBKIBHC*;. 127 

HI,!/ house, and that lady deprived of her natural protector. 
Which is it, Madam, fish? flessli? or fowl? Any letters to 
send to the postoflice. Madam ? Any eommfuids any where ? 
I shall be too happy to he of service " ; — and bending to the 
tips of hia patent leather toea, Mr, Eenoux, facing the lady, 
bowed obsec[uiouslj- and Terpsichore-ally out of the apai-tment, 
The dinner hour came. An Irish servantgirl come with it; 
and drawing out a table at an Irish angle upon th^ floor, tossed 
over it a tumbled table-doth ; placed upon it a castor, minus 
one leg, some craclsed salt<>3]lars and tumblers; thenlaidsomo 
knives, left-handed, about the table ; then, withdrew, to i-oap- 
pear with the result of Mr, Eenoux's laborious research " in the 
laarket filled wilh every tiung," viz : a consumptive lookbg 
mackerel, whose skin clung tenaciously to its back bono, and 
a Peter Sdiemd looking diick^, ivhich, in its life-time, must 
have had a vivid recollection of Noah and the forty days' 
shower. This was followed by a dessert of stale baker's tarts, 
compounded of lard and dried apples ; and twcnty-ibur purplo 
grapes. 



The nest morning, Mr, Eeiioux tJp-t«ed in, smirking and 
bowing, as if the bill of fere had been the most sumptuous in 
[he world, and expressed the greatest astonishment and indig- 
nation, that " the stupid servant had neglected bringing up the 
other courses which he had provided;" then he inquired 
" how the lady had rested ;" and when she preferred a request 
for another pillow, (there being only six feathers in the one ^ 
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had,) lie assureii her that it should be in her apai'tment in less 
than one hour. A fbrbiight after, hs expressed tiie most intense 
disgust, that " the rascajly upholsterer " had not yet sent what 
he had never ordered. Eaxdi moi-ning, Mr. Eenoux presented 
himself, at a certain hour, behind a very stiff dieliey, and offered 
the lady the momiog papers. Seating Jrimaelf on the sofe, 
he ■would remark that — it was a very fine day, and that af&Ira 
ill France appeared fo be in statu quo • or, that the Czar 
had ordered his generals to occupy the prindpalities ; that 
Gorchakoff was preparing to cross the Danube ; that the Siil- 
tan had dispatched Onoar Pasha to the frontiei-s; that the 
latter gentleman had presented his card to Gorchaltoff, on 
the point of a yataghan, whidi courtesy would probably lead 
to something else ! 

Thiring one of these agreeable calls, the lady took occasion 
slightly to object to Betty's nibbling ^e tarts, as she brought 
them up for dinner ; whereupon, Mr, Eenoux declared, upon 
(he honor of a Frenchman, that " she should be pitched out of 
tiie door immediately, if not sooner ; and an efficient servant 
aigaged to talie her place." 

The next day, the " efficient servant " came in, broom in hand, 
whistling " Oh, Susannna," and pasang into the little dressing- 
room, to " put it to rights," amused herself by trying on the 
widow's best bonnet, and polishing her teeth and combing hei 
hmr with that lady's immaculate and individual hea,d-brush and 
tooth-brush. You will not be sur^Drised to learn, that tiieir in- 
jured and long-suffering owner, took a frantic and " French 
leave " the following morning, in company with hoj; big and 
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little band-Loxcs ; talcing refuge under the sheltering roof of 
Madame Fmfillan. 



Madame l^'infillaii was a California widow ; petite, plump 
fuid pretty — who tore her ei'uel bereavement with feminine 
philosophy, and. slid round the world's rough angles with a most 
eel-like dexterity. In short, she was a Eenoux in petficoals. 
Madame welcomed the widow with great pleasure, because, as 
she sidd, she "wished to fill her tonse only with first-daas 
boarders ; " oad the widow might be assured tliat she had the 
apartments fiesh from the diplomaljc hands of the Spanish 
Consul, who would on no account have given them up, had not 
his failing healtii demanded a trip to the Continent. Madame 
also assured the widow, that, (although she said it herself,) 
every part of her house would bear the closest iuspeefion ; 
tiiat those vulgar hoiTors, cooking butter, and diluted tea, were 
never seen oa her Epicureati table ; that tiey brealcfested at 
ten, lunched at two, dined at ax, and enjoyed themselv^ in the 
interim; tiiat her daughter. Miss Clara, was perfectly well 
qu^ified to superintend, when business called her mother away. 
And that nobody knew, (wringing her little white hajids,) how 
muck bu^ess she had to do, what with trotting round to tlioso 
odious markets, trading for wood and coal, and such lite unin- 
teresting things ; or what wouM become of her, had she not 
some of tie best friends in the world to look after her, in Hio 
absence of Mons, !Finiillati. 
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— Madame thou caught up the widow's little boy, Ba(\, half 
smotlieiiBg him with kisses, declared tJiat there was nothing 
on earth she loved so well as cMldren. ; that there were half 
a dozen of them in the house, who loved her better than, their 
own iathera and mothers, aad that their devotion to her was at 
times quite torcWag — (fuid here she drew out an embroidered 
pocltet -handkerchief; and indulged in an interesting little sniffle be- 
hind its cambric folds.) Keeovering herself she went on to say, 
that the naMiner in which some boardnig-house keepers treated 
children, was perfecdy inhuman : that she had a second table 
for them, to be sure, but it was loaded with delicacies, and that 
she always put them up a little school lunoh herself; on which 
occasion there was always aa amicable little ijuan-el among 
them, as to which should receive from her the greatest number 
of kisses ; also, that it was her irequent practice to get up little 
parties and tableaiix, for their amusement. " But hei'e is my 
daughter, Miss Clara," said she, introducing a liur-haired young 
damsel, buttoned up in a black velvet jacket, over .t, flounced 

"Jnst sixteen yesterday," Siud Madame; "naughty little 
blossom, buddiog out so fist, and pushing her poor i 
off the stage ; " (and here Madame paused for a complin 
and lookiQg ia the opposite mirror, smoothed her jetty riuj 
complacently.) " Yes, every morning little blossom's 
looks in tlie glass, expecting to find a hon-or of a gray hair. 
But what makes ray little pet so pensive to-day? — thiiildng 
of her little lover, hey^ Has the naughty little thing a thought 
she docs not sliai'e with, raamma? Bat, dear me!" — and 
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Matlarae drew out a little dwarf watch ; " I had ijuite forgotten 
it is tte hour Mons. Guigen gives me ray guitar lesson. : Adieu, 
dinner at sis, remember;" — and Madame tripped, coquet- 
tishly, out of the room, 

" Yea ; " dinner at ax," <5oM salteeUars, blaolt waiters, 
and finger-bowls ; satin chairs in the parlor, and pastilles bum 
ing oil the side-table ; but the sheets oa tlie beds all torn to 
ribbons; tlie boarders allowed but one towel a week ; every 
beU-rope divorced fl'om its bell ; the locks all out of order on 
the chamber doors ; the " dear children's " bill of fere at the 
"second table" — sonr bread, watery soup, and cold buck- 
wheat cakes ; — and " dinner at six," only an invention of the 
onemy, to save the expense of one meal a day — the good, 
cozy, old-fashioned tea. 

WeU, the boarders were all "trusteed" by Madame's 
butcher, haker and milkman ; Miss Clara eloped with the 
widow's diamond ring ajid Mons. Peneke ; and Madame, who 
had heai'd that Mons. IFinfiUan was " among the thhigs that 
tiiere" was just about rimuing otF with Mons, Guigen, when her 
liege lord suddenly retiffned from California, with damaged 
constitution and morals, a dilapidated wardrobe and empty 
coffers. 

Moral. Beware of boarditig-houses : in the worrls of 
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A GliUMBLE FROM THE (II) ALTAR. 

This is lie second day I 've come home to dinner, without 
that yard of pink riblion for Mrs. Pendemib. Now, we shall 
have a Itroil, not dowa in the bill of fei-e, Julius Ctesar ; if 
she only knew how much I have to do ; hut it would make no 
differenc© if she did. I used to think a fool was easily man- 
aged. Mrs. Pendemiis has convinced me tiiat that was a mis- 
f^e. If I try to reason with her, she talks round and round in 
a circle, Eke a kitten chaang its tail. If I set my arms a-kimbo, 
and look threatening, she settles into a fit of the sulks, to 
which a Novembei- drizzle of a fortnight's duration is a mil. 
lemum. If I try to get round her by petting, she is as impu- 
dent as the . Yes, just about. Jerusalem ! what a thing 

it is to be married ! And yet, if an inscrutable Providence 
should bereave me of Mrs. Peadennis, I am not at all sure 

good gracious, here she comes ! Do yoa know I 'd rather 

tace one of Colt's revolvers tliis minute, than that four feet of 
womanhood 1 Is n't it astonishing, the way Ihey do it ^ 
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A WICK-ED PAEAGEAPH. 



-Mr.AlboWWIcl:a,ofCc 


lyoiiLiy, vrnder date of Docemba- 2etli, lul- 


1 as liiTlng left Ms bedw 


id board; and now, onda' data of Mmiih 


ftoMstoiTiBi'iioUM, Uia 


following: 




me iMiot and Uto witli me any more, jou 






!li1oairllfe.audifyoR> 




h.'eatencatoacsirLIcl.I. 


can prove by tllroagtjod witnesses: nnd If 



Theee, now, Mra. Wiclis, wliat is to be done ? " Tliroo good 
witneiBses ! " think of thai I What the mischief have you boon 
about 1 Whatever it is, Mr. Wicks b ready to " love you like 
bis life." CoEsistoit Mr, Wicks ! 

Now take a a little advice, my dear umoeent, and don't al- 
low yourself to be bai^gei'ed orirightcned iuto anything. None 
but a coward ever threatens a woman. Put tliat in your me- 
morandum boolc It 's all bluster and bra^adodo. Thread 
your darning-needle, and teU liim you are ready for hira — ■ 
ready for anything except his "loving you like his life;" that 
you could not possibly survive that infliction, without having 
your " wick" snuffed entirely out. 

Sew away, just as if tiiere were not a domestic earthquake 
brewuig under your connubial feet. If it sends you up in the 
^ir, it seufls hirn, too — there 's a pair of you ! Put that m 
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his Wick-ed ow I Of course ho will sputter away, as if lie Had 
swallowed a " Roman candle," and you caii take a nap till he 
gets through, and then offer him your smelling-bottle to cjuiet 

That 's tlic wsij to quench him ! 
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tllSTAKEN rillLANTHKOPY. 



TuBHB 'e an old-fashioned, verdant piece of wisdom, altc^etlier 
iinsuited for the enlightened i^e we live in ! Fished up, prob 
ably, &om some musty old newspaper, edited by some eccen- 
tric man troubled with that ificonveoient appendage, called a 
heart ! Doii't pay any attention to it If a poor wretch (male 
or female) comes to you for charity, whether allied to yon by 
your own mother, or mother Eve, put on the moat stoical, 
" get thcs behind me " expre^on you can muster. Listen to 
him with the air of a mMi who " thanks God he is not as other 
men are." If the story carry oonvictioa with it, and truth and 
sorrow go hand iti hand, button your coat up tighter over your 
pocket-book, and give him a piece of — good advice ! If you 
know anything about him, try to rake up some imprudence or 
mistake he may have made in the course of his life, aud bring 
that up as a reason why you can't give him anything more sub- 
stantial, and tell him that his present condition is probably a 
salutary disdpline for those same peccadilloes ! Ask him more 
questions than there are in the Assembly's Catechism, about 
his private history, and when you 've pumped him high aiid 
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i^ry, try to teach him (on an emptj stomath ) the d iLy of 
submission." If the tear of woimjed scnMbility bc^m to flood 
the eye, and a hopeless loolt of diseouragemeut settle down 
upon the fa?e, "wisb him well," and turn jour hial. upcn him 

Should you at any time be sej7c 1 with nn unexpu-ti J spasm 
of generosity, and make up youi mmd lo bestow some wont 
out, old garment that will hardly hold f Dgethei till the re«ipi 
ent gets it home, you've bought him, body "Uid soul , of course 
you are entitled to the gratitude of a hfe-time ! If he q\ ei pre- 
sumes to think differently from you after that, he's an "un- 
grateful wretch," and " ought to suffer." As to the "golden 
rule," that was made in old times ; everything is chairgcd now ; 
'taint suited to our meridian. 

People should n't get poor ; if they do, you don 't want to 
be bothered wji]i it It 's disagreeable ; it hinders yonr diges- 
tion. You 'd rather see Dives than Lazanis ; and it 's my opin 
ion your t^te will be gratified in that pfu-ticular, (in the other 
world, if it is not in this !) 
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INSIGNIi^'CANT LOVE. 

" Toil, joimg, lofing etentura, who ilBam of joui' lovet by night una by flay- 
jon flincy thnt lie doea Uio Bame of yon ! One Lour, pa-liiips. yanr prescnoa Mb 
(upUvatecl blm, eiibducd b<m even to we&ksesa ; tbe nost, ]ie will be Id tbo irotld, 
worfcbig Us way aa a man among men, forgetting, for Oie Bme befng, yonr very ei- 
istcnoe. Posidbly, if yon saw him, bfs outer ealf, bo Lsiii sod etarn, eo difflsrent tmrn 
tlio aslt yon know, would strike yon wiHi piJn. Or olae bia inner and dinner MJf, 
bighec Hisn you droam of; would tntn coldly ftom j/oai- iasign^tcani iotx," 

" Insignipicabt love ! ! " I like that More especially when 
out of ten couple you meet, nine of tlie \vives are as fer atove 
tbeir husbfflicls, in point of mind, as the stars are above the 
earth. Per flie credit of the men I should be sorry to say how 
many of them would be minus coats, hats, pantaloons, cigars, 
&c,, were it not for their wives' earnings; or how many smart 
speeches and able sermons have been concocted by fJieir better 
halves, (while roddng the cradle,) to be delivered to the public 
at the proper lime, parrot feshion, by the lords of creation. 
Wisdom wOI die with the men, there 's no gainsaying that ! 

Catdi a smart, talented, energetic woman, and it will 
puzzle you to tind a man that will compare with her for go- 
aheadativeness. The more obstacles she encounters, the harder 
she struggles, and the more you try to put her down, the more 
you won't do it. Children are obliged to write under then- 



.■..Google 



crude drawings, " this is a dog," or, " this is a hoi'se," If k 
were not for coats and pants, we ^ould be obliged to label, 
" this Is a man," in ninety-nine cases out of a hundi-ed ! 

" Insignificant love ! " Why does a man offer himself a 
dozen times to the same womMi ? Pity to take so much pains 
for such a trifle ! " hisignificant love ! " Who gefa you on 
your feet again, when you Ml m business, by advancing the 
nice little sum settied oa herself by her anxious pa ? Who 
dieers you up, when her nerves are all in a double-and-twisted 
knot, and you come home with your face long as the moral law ? 
Who wears her old bonnet three winter, while you smoke, and 
drive, fflid go to tlie opera? Who sits up till the small hours, 
to help you find the way up your own staircase "i Who dania 
your old coat, next morning, just as if you were a man, in- 
stead of a brute? And who scratches any woman's eyes out, 
who dares insinuate that her husband is superior to you • 

" Inagaificant love ! " I wish 1 knew the man who wrote 
that article ! I 'd appoint his funeral to-morrow, and it should 
come otr, too ! ! 
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A MODEL MARRIED MAN. 

CoDBitn says tlint for two j^ara after bis mturiji^ he Fetoineil Ms cUspnaiUon to 
flli-tlithprsttr-woraen; Ijnt at last his wife— probabljIiBTing lost Bllbopeof Lis 
lofOrming blmself—gentlT tapped bim upon the Mm, imdroma&od — 

"JJont ao tbat I do not like it." 

Oobbett aaja; — "That was ^nite enougb. I had never thoi^ht on liie salijBct be- 
fiire; one hair ofhcrhend was mora dear lo ma than gU oBier women in the world; 
and thlsltnew that abekncnr; but nov Isawthatthla was not all that sbe bad a 
right to fVom mo. laawthatSie Add (SaJtoMw i!!a*»«}wn «w (ftoi JMffUW oS- 
tlaia/hnnmeii/ai.iaffSuiimiffMinf^eoffiei'eio bSieaethat ihere w(ts amy oBiee 
momanjbrielioin, ejieit if J inere otlHieHg., I luia any e^oMon," 

Now I suppose most women, on I'eading ihat, would roll up 
their eyes and think vumtterahle things of Mr. Cobbett ! But, 
had / home his miiaeal name, and had that fine speech been 
addressed to me, I should unmediately have dismissed the — 
housfr-maid t 

It is not in any masculine to get on his Imees that way, with- 
out a motive ! I t«ll you, liiat man was a humbug ! overshot 
the marlt, entirely ; promised ten times as much as a sinful 
masculine could ever perform, . If he'd said about a quarter 
part of that, you might have believed him. His ;^ectioB. for 
Mrs, Cobbett was skiii-deep. He would have flirted with every 
one of you, the minute her back was turned, to flie end of the 
electrical chapter 1 

A man who is magnetized as he ought to be, don't waste his 
precious time making such long-winded, sentimental speeches. 
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Ton ncvor need concern yonrsel^ when such a glib tongnt 
makes love to you. Go on with yonr knitting ; he's conva- 
lescent I getting better of his complaint fiist. Now mind what 
I tell you ; l3iat Cobbett was a humbug ! 
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MEDITATIONS OF PAUL PRY, JUN. 

Not a blessed bit of gossip have I heard for a whole week ! 
Nobody's run off with anybody's wife ; not a single case of 
" Swartwouting ;" no minister's been to tlie theatre ; and my 
friend Tom, editor of the " Sky Eocket," {who never cares 
whethei- a rumor be true or felse, or where it hits, so that it 
maltes a paragraph,) is quite in despair. He 's really aftaid the 
world is growing virtuous — says it would be a hundred dollars 
in hia pocket, to get hold of a bit of scandal in such a deaj-th 
of news ; and if the accused pariy gets obstreperous, ,he 'd 
just as lief publish one side as the other ! The more fiiss tlie 
the better ; all he 'a a&^d of is, they won't think it worth 
noticing 1 

Ah ! wo 've some Hew lidghbors in that house ; pretty wo- 
man there, at the window ; glad of that ! In the first place, it 
rests my eyes to look at them ; in the next place, where there 'a 
a pretty woman, you may be morally cerfain there '11 be mis- 
chiefj sooner or later, i, e. if they don't have somebody like 
me to look aJler them ; therefore I shall keep my eye on her. 
That 's her husband in the i-oom, I 'm certain of if^ (for all the 
while she is talking to him, she 's looking out the window !) 
There ho goes down street to his business — a regular Jium- 
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143 MBDITATIONS OF PAUL PRY, JUK. 

dnim, henpecked, "ledger" looking Lilliputian. Was not cut out 
for her, that's certMi ! Well, my lady's wide awake eaough ! 
IjOoIc at her eye ! No use in pursing up that pretty mouth ! 
— that eye tells the story ! Nice litde plranp figure ; coquet- 
tJsh turn of the head, and a spring to her step. Well, well, 
111 keep my eyes open. 

Just as I expected ! there 's a young man ringing at the 
door ; " patent leather," " kid gloves," white haad, ring on the 
little linger — hope she won't shut tlie Winds now. Tliere ! 
she has taken her seat on the sofa at tlie hadt part of the i-oom. 
She don't escape me that way, whUe I own a spy-glass ! Jupi- 
ter ! if he is not twisting her curls round his fingers ! Wonder 
how old " Ledger " would like that ! 

Tuesday. — Boy at the door with a bouquet. Can't ring t!ie 
hell ; 1 11 just step out and offei" to do it for him, and learn 
who sent it! "Has orders not to tell;" umph! Pve no or- 
ders " not to tell ; " so hei-e goes a note fo Ledger about it ; 
tiat little gipsy is stepping rathbb too high. 

Wednesday. — Here I am tied up for a. month at least; 
scarcely a whole bone in my body, to say nothing of the way 
my feelings are hurt. How did I know that young man was 
" her brother 1 " Why could n't Ledger correct my mistake in 
a gentlemanly way, without daguerreotyping it on my back 
with a horsewhip 1 It's true I am not always correct in my sus- 
pidons, but he ought to liave looked at my motives ! Sup- 
pose it had n't been her brother, now ! It 's astonishing, the 
ingratitude of people. It 's enough to discourage all my at 
tempts at moi'al rrform ! 
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Well, it 'a no use attacking that hornet's nest again ; Ijut I 've 
no doubt some of the comnmndments are broken somewhere ; 
and with the help of some " opodeldoc " 111 get out Mid find 
■where it is ! 
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SDNSHINE AND YODNS MOTHEliS. 
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" YouuG mothers aiid sunshine" ! They are worn to fiddle 
strings before fiiey are twenty-five ! When an old lover turns 
up, he thinks he sees his grandmother, instead of fie dear little 
Mary who used to make him feel as if he should crawl out of 
the toes of his boots ! Yes ! my mind is guile made up about 
matrimony/; it 's a o^«-sii?ec? partnership. 

"Husbfflid" gets up in the morning, and pays his devoirs to 
the looking-glass ; curls hb fine head of hatr ; puts on an im- 
maculate shirt bosom; ties an exeniciating cravat; sprinkles 
his handlierchief with eo!(^ie ; stows away a French roll, an 
e^, and a cup of coffee ; geto into tJie omnibus, looks at the 
pretty ^Is, and makes love between the pauses of business 
during the forenoon generally. Wife must " hermetically seal" 
the windows and exclude all the fi;esh dr, (because tJie baby 
had "file snufBes" in the night ;) and ats gasping down to the 
table more dead than alive, U> finish hei' brealtfast. Tommy 
turns a cup of hot eoflee down his bosom ; Juliana has toi-n off 
the strings of her school bonnet; James "wants his geography 
covered : " "Eliza can't find her satchel ; the butcher wants to 
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know if she 'd like a joint of mutton ; the milkman wouk like 
his money ; the ieemaa wants to speak to her " just a minute ;" 
the baby swallows a bean ; husband sends the boy home from 
the store to say his partner will dine with him ; the cook 
leaves "all flying," to go to her "sister's dead baby's wake," 
and husband's thin coat must be ironed before noon. 

^'Sumhine and young mothers /" Where 's my smelling 
bottle t 

10b ^ 
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UNCLE BEN'S ATTACK OT SPRING FEVEE, 
AND HOW HE GOT CUBED. 

" It is not pos^ble that you have been insane enough to go to 
houisekeepiiig iu the couutiy, for the summer t Oh, jou ought 
to hear mj experience," and Uncle Ben wiped the perspiration 
from his forehead, at the very tliought. 

Yes, I tried it once, with city habits and a city wife : got 
rabid wit!i the dog days, and notliing could cure me but a nib- 
ble of green grass. There was Susan, you Imow, who never 
was oiT 3 brick pavemeat iu her life, and did n't Jmow the dif- 
ference between a cheese and a griEdstono, 

Well, we ripped up our carpets, and tore down our curtains, 
and packed up our crockery, and nailed down our pictures, and 
eat dust for a week, and then we emigrated to Daisy Ville. 

Could I tlirow up a window or fiisten back a blind in that 
hoiise, without saorifieing my suspenders and w^stband but- 
ton 1 No, sir I Were not the walls fuD of Eed Hovers 1 
Did n't the doors fly open at every wind gust 1 Did n't the 
roof leak like the mischief ] Was not the chimney leased to a 
pack of swallows "i Was not the well a half a mile from tho 
house? 
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Oh, you need n't laugh. Instead of the comfortable naps to 
wliiidi I had been accustomedj 1 had to sleep with one eye opea 
all night, lest 1 should n't get iiilo the city in time. I bad to be 
shaving in the morning before a i-ooster in the barn-yard had 
stirred a featber; swallowejl my coffee and toast by steam, and 
then, stall maslicating, made for the front door. There stood 
Peter with my horse and gig, — for I detest your cars and om- 
nibuses. On the floor of the chaise was a huge basjtet in whiob 
to bring home material for the nest day's dinner ; on flie seat was 
a dress of my wife's to be left " wifhoat &il " at Miss Sewing 
Silk's, to have the forty-seventh hook moved one-sixth of a de- 
gree higher up on the back. Then there was a package of 
diawls from Tom Fools & Co., to be returned, and a pair of 
shoes to cany to Lapstone, who was to select another pair for 
me to bring oat at night ; and a demijohn to be filled with 
Sherry. Well, I whipped up Bucephalus, left my sleeping 
wife and babies, and started for town ; cc^tating over an intri- 
cate business snarl, which bade defiance to any straightening 
process. I had n't gone half a mile before an old maid (I hate 
old maids) stopped me to know if I was going into town, and 
■f I was, if I would n't talce her in, as the omnibusses made her 
sick. She said she was niece to Squire Dandelion, and " had a 
few cboi-es to do a shopping," So I took her in, or rather, 
she took me m, (bttt she did n't do it but once — for I bought 
a sulkey next day ! ) Well, it came night, and I was hungry 
as a Hottentot, for I never could dine, as your married widow- 
ers pro tern do, at eating-hoiises, where one gi'avy answers for 
flesh, fish and fowl, and the pudding-sauco is as black as the 
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us EPIMHQ FEVBB, HOW CUEBD. 

cook's complusion. So I went i-ound on an empty stomaoli, 
hunting up my expressman pai-eels, and wending my way to 
the stable with ai-ms aiid podiets running over. "Whea 1 got 
home, found my wife in despair, no taclts in the house to nail 
down eavpets, and not one' to be had at the store in the village ; 
the cook had desi,rted because she could n't do without " hei 
city privileffes" (meaning Jonathan Jones, the "diy dirt' 
mjm) ; and the chambermaid, a buxom country ^rl with fire 
red hair, was spinning round the crockery (a la Blitz) be- 
cause she " could n't eat with the femily." 

Then Cliarley was taken with the croup in the nlglit, aud in 
my fright I put my feet into my coat sleeves, and my arms in- 
to my pants, and put on one of my wife's wiRes instead of a 
dicky, and rode three miles in a pelting rain, for some " goose 
grease" for his throat. 

Then we never fotmd out till cherries, and sl^wbeiTies, and 
peaches were ripe, how many friends (?) we had. There was 
a horse hitched at every riul in the fence, so long as there was 
anytiiJEg left to eat on a free in the iarm ; but if my wife went 
ill town shopping, and called on fmy of them, they were " out, 
or engaged ; " — or if at home, had "just done dinner, and were 
going to ride," 

Then there was no school in the neighborhood for the chil 
dren, and they were out hi the barn-yard feeding the pigs with 
lump sugar, and chasing the hens off the nest to see what was 
Hie prospect for e^s, and making little boats of their shoes, 
and sailing them m the pond. Mid milking die cow in the mid- 
dle of the day, &c. 
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Then if I dressed in the moniing in linen coat, thin pants, 
and straw hat, I 'd be snre to find the wind " dead east " when 
I got into the city ; or if I put on broaddoth and fixins to 
raatch, it would he hotter tlian Shadrach'a fui-nace, all day — 
while the dense morning fog would extract the starch from my 
dicky and diirl-bosom, till they looked very like a collapsed 
flapjadc. 

Then our meeting-house was a good two miles distant, and 
we had to walk, or stay at home ; because my fiictotum (Pe- 
ter) would n't stay on the form wWiout he could have the 
horse Sundays to go to Mill Village to see his affianced Naaoy. 
Then the old farmers leaned on my stone wall, and laughed till 
the tears came into their eyes, to see " the city gentleman's " 
experimtaits in horticulture, as they passed by " to meetin'." 
" Well, sir, before summer was over, my wife and I looked as 
jaded as omnibus horses — she with chance " help " and floods 
of dty company, and I with my arduous duties as express man 
for my own femily in particular, and the neighbors in general. 

And now hei-e we are — ^" No. 9 Kossuth square." Can reach 
anything we want, by putting our hands out the fi'ont windows. 
I^ as tiie poet says, "man made the tovm" all I've got to say 
is — ho understood his bushiess ! 
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THE AGED MINISTER VOTED A DIS- 
MISSION. 

Your minster is " siiperamiuated," is he ? Well, call u pii" 
ish meeting, and vote him a dismission ; hint that his useful 
ness is gone ; that ne is given to repetition ; that he puts his 
hearers to sleep. Turn him adrift, like a blind horse, or iv lame 
house dog. Never mind that he has grown gray ia your thank- 
less service — that he has smiled upon your infants at the bap- 
tismal font, given tbem lovingly away in mams^ to Hieir 
heart's chosen, and wept ■with you when Death's shadow dai-k- 
ened yom' door. Never mind that he has liud aside his pen, 
and listened many a fame, and oft:, with courteous grace to your 
tedious, prosy conversations, when his moments were like gold 
dust ; never mind that he has patiently and uncomplainingly 
accepted at your hands, the smallest pittance that would sustain 
life, because " the Master " whispered in his ear, " TaiTy here 
till I come." Never miad that the wife of his youth, whom he 
won from a home of luxury, is broken down with privation and 
fiitigue, and your thousand unnecessary demands upon her 
strength, patience, and time. Never mind that his children, at 
an early age, were exiled from the parsonage ixwf, because 
there was not " bread enough and to spare," in tiieir fedier's 
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house. NcYer mind that his llhraiy consists only of a Biljle, a. 
Concordimee, aad a Dictionary ; and that to the luxury of a, 
religious newspaper, he has been long years a stranger. Never 
mind that his wardrobe would be spumed by mmy a mecbanio 
in our dties ; never miad that he has " risen early and sat up 
late," and tilled the ground with weary limbs, for earthly 
" manna," while bis glorious intellect lay in fcttei-s — for you. 
Never mind all that; call a parish meeting, and vote him "su- 
perannuated," Don't spare him the starting tear of sensibEity, 
or the flush of wouncted pride, by delicately offering to settle a 
colleague, that your aged pastor may rest on his staff in grate- 
ful, gray-haired inclependence. No ! iwn ike old patnarch 
out ; give him time to go to the mos&^rowm church-yard, and say 
farewell to his unconscious dead, and then give " the right hand 
of fellowsliip " to some beardless, pedantic, noisy college boy, 
who will save your sexton the trouble of pounding the pulpit 
cushions ; and who wUl tdl you and the Almighty, in Ma 
prayers, all the political news of tile week. 
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THE FATAL MARRIAGE. 

A VERY pretty girl was Lucy Lee. Dou't aalc me to de 
scribe her ; stars, and gems, and flowers, have long since been 
exhausted in depicting heroines. Suffice it to say, Lucy was as 
pretty a little feiry as ever stepped foot in a slipper or twisted 
a ringlet. 

Of course, Lucy knew she waa pretty ; else why did the 
gentJemen stare at her so 1 Why did Hany Graham send her 
so maoy Ywuijuets t Why did Mr. Smith and Mr. Jones try 
to sit each other out in an evening call 'i Why were picnics 
w£d fiiirs postponed, if she were engaged or ill t Why did so 
many young men request an introduction 1 Why did all tne 
serenaders come benealJi her window 1 Why was a pew or 
omnibus never full when she appeared at the door 1 And last, 
tbongh not least, why did all the women imitate and hate 
her so? 

We will do Miss Lu(^ the juslioe to say, that she bore her 
blushing honors very meekly. She never flaunted her con- 
quest in the faces of less attractive fominines ; no, Lucy was the 
ftithest remove from a coquette ; but kind words and bright 
smiles were as natural to her as fragrance to flowers, or m.usie 
to birds. She never tried to win hearts ; and between you and 
me, I iJunk that's the way she did it. 
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Grave disciiasions were oileu iield aboul; Luej'a future hus- 
band ; the old maids scorafiilly asserting liat " beauties gener- 
ally pio!c up a oiDcked stidc at last," while the younger ones 
cai-ed very little whom, she maiTied, if she only were married 
and out of their way. Meanwhile, Lucy smiled at her own 
happy thoughts, and sat at hei' little wiudow on pleasant, sunmier 
evenings, watching for Harry, (poor Harry,) wiio, when he came, 
was at a loss to know if he had evei' given her little heai-t one 
fIuttei',so merrily did she laugh and diat with him. Skillfiil 
little Lucy, it was very right you shouldn't let him peep into 
your heart till he had opened a window in Im own. 

Lucy's papa didn't approve of late houi's or lovei-s ; moon- 
light he considered but another name for rheumatism ; at nine 
o'clock, precisely, he iiing tlie bell each evening for family 
prayers ; and when the Bible came in lovei^ were expected to 
go out : in case they were obtuse, — chairs set badt against iJio 
wall, or an extra lamp blown out, or the fii'e taken apart, were 
hints sufiidently broad to be underatood ; and they generally 
answered the purpose. Miss Lucy's little lamp, glowing ina 
mediately after from her bed-room window, gave the ^nak 
to the "Mede and Persian" order of Mr. Lee's family 



Still, Lee house was not a hermitage, by any means. More 
white cravats and black coats passed over "Deacon" Lee's 
tlireabold, than into any hotel in Yankeedom. Little Lucy's 
mother, too, was a modern Samaritan, never weary of experi- 
menting on their dyspeptic and broneliial affections ; while Lucy 
herself {bless her kind heart) knew full well fhat two-thirds of 
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them liad iai'gc familiesj empty piu-ses, and more Jiidases and 
Paul Prys than " Aarona and Hurs" in tiieir congregations. 

Among the hnhiiuie of Lee house, none, were so aeceptahle 
to Lucy's fatter, as Mr. Ezeldel Clark, a bachelor of fifty, an ex- 
minister, and now an agent for some " Benevolent Society." 
Ezekiel had an immensely solemn &ce ; and behind this con. 
veaient mask he was enabled to carry out, nndetected, various 
littlo plans, ostensibly for tlie " sodety's" benefit, but privately 
— for his own personal aj^andizement. When Ezekiel's opin- 
ion was aslted, he crossed his hands and feet, and fastened hb 
eyes upon the wall, in an attitude of the deepest abstraction, 
whUe his questioner stood on one leg awHting m itli the mo=t 
intense anxiety, tiie decision of such an oracilii S lomon 
Well, not to weary you, the long and shoit of it was that 
Solomon was a stupid fool, who spent his time trying to 
humbug the religious public in genera], and Deacon Lee in par- 
ticular, into the belief that had he been consulted before this 
world was made, he could have suggested great and manifold 
improvementB. As to Deacon Lee, no cat ever tossed a poor 
mouse more dexterously than lie played with the deacon's free 
will ; all the while very demurely pocketing tiie spoils in the 
shnpe of "donations " to the " society," with which ho appeased 
his washerwoman and tailor, and transported himself across die 
country, on trips to Newport, Saratoga, &c, &k. 

His favorite plan was yet to be carried out ; which was no 
more or less than a modest request for the deacon's pretty 
daughter, Lucy, in marriage. Mr. Lee rubbed his chin, and 
said, " Ijucy was nothing but a foolish little girl ; " but EzekieJ 
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overruled it, by remarking tlut that wis so much the more 
reaaoQ sh3 should have a husband some years her senior, with 
some knowledge of the world, qualified to check and advise 
her; fo all of whicli, after an extra pindi of snuff, and auother 
look into Ezekiel's oracular fe.ce. Deacon Lee assented. 

Poor little Lucy ! Ezelciel knew very well that her father's 
word was law, and when Mr. Lee annouaced him as her future 
husband, she knew she was just as much Mrs. Ezektel Clark, 83 
if the bridal ring had been already slipped on her fairy finger. 
She sighed heavily, to be sure, and patted her little foot ner- 
vously, and when she handed him lus tea, thought he looked 
older than ever ; while Ezekiel swallowed one cup after an- 
other, tUl his eyes snapped and glowed like a panther's in am- 
bush. That night poor Lucy pressed her lips to a feded rose, 
the gift of Harry Graham ; then, cried herself to sleep ! 

Unboimded was the indignation of Lucy's admirers, when 
the sanctimonious Ezekiel was announced as the expectant 
bridegroom. Harry GriJiam took the first steamer ibr Eu- 
rope,, railing at "woman's fickleness." (Consistent Hari-y! 
whea never a word of love had passed his moustached lip.) 

Shall I tell you how Ezekiel was transformed into the most 
ridiculous of lovers ? how his self-conceit translated Lucy's la- 
differeuce into maider coyness? how he looked often in the 
glass and thought he was not so very old after all 1 how he ad- 
vised Lucy to tuck away all her blight curls, because they " look- 
ed so childish?" how he named to her papa an "early mar- 
riage day," — not that ha felt nervous about losing his prize — 
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o!t, Tio {?)— but because " the society's buaness required hia 
undivided attention." 

Well ; Lucy, in obedience to her father's orders, stood up 
in her siiow-white robe, and vowed "to love aud cherish" a 
iiuiii just her father's age, with whom she had not the siightest 
congeniality of taste or feeling. But papa had said it was an 
excellent match, and Lucy never gainsayed papa; still, her 
long lashes di-ooped heavily over her blue eyes, and her hand 
trembled, and her cheek grew deathly pale, as Ezekiel handed 
her to the carriage that whirled them rapidly away. 

Shall I teil yoa how long months and years dragged wearily 
on? how Lucy saw through her husband's mask of hypociisy 
and self-concdt? how to indifference succeeded disgust? how 
Harry Graham returned from Europe, with a fair young Hig- 
lish bride ? how Lucy grew nervous and hysterical ? how Eze- 
kiel soon wearied of his sick wife, and left her In one of those 
tomis for the wi-etched, an insane hospital ? and how she wasted, 
day by day — then died, with only a hired nurse to close those 
weary blue eyesi 

In a quiet comer of the old churdiyard where Lucy sleeps, a 
silver-haired old man, each liight at dew-M, paces to and fm, 
with remorseless tread, as if by that weary vigil he would fein 
atone to the unconscious sleeper, for turning her sweet young 
life to bitteniess. 
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rHANCES SARGEANT OSGOOD. 



So sang tlie dying poetess. The " eternal gates " have closed 
upon her. Those dark, soul-Jit eyes beam upon lis no more. 
" June " has come again, with ife " sweet roses," its biids, its 
zephyrs, its fiowsrs and fragi-aiice. It is such a day as her pas- 
sionate heart would have reveled in — a day of Eden-like fresb- 
ness and beauty. I will gather some fiiir, sweet flowers, and 
visit her grave. 

" Show me Mrs. Fanny Osgood's monument, please," saict I 
to the rough gardener, who was spading the turf in Mount 
Axibum. 

" In Orange Avenue, Ma'am," he replied, respectfiiliy indica- 
ting, with a wave of the band, the patli I was to pura-ue. 

Tears stated to my eyes, as I trod reverently down the 
quiet path. The little birds she loved so well, were sJcim- 
ining confidingly and joyously along before me, and sjug^cg as 
merrily as if my heart echoed back their gleeful songs. 

I approached the enclosure, as the gardener had directed me. 
There were five graves, /n. which slept the poetess t for there 
was not even a headaione! The flush of indignant feeling 



.■..Google 



moimted to my reniplea ; the warm tears sfai'tcd from my eyes. 
She was forgotten ! Sweet, gifted Farniy ! in her own family 
hurialplaee she was forgotten! The stranger from a distance, 
who Imd worshiped her geniiis, might iii vaia make a pilgrim- 
oge to do her honor. I, who had personally known and ioved 
her, had not even the poor consolation of decldng the bosom 
of her grave with the flowers I had gathered ; 1 could not 
ki^ the turf heneath which she is repodng ; I could n t d pa 
tofff on the sod, 'neath which her remains are mould mg 1 k 
to their native dust 1 could not tell, (though I ■^ In d to 
Imow,) in which of the little graves — for there we e al — 

slept her " dear May," her " pure Ellen ; " the 1 ttl t n d, 
household doves, who folded their weary wings when the parent 
bird was stricken down, by the mm of the unerring Archer, 

Though allied by no lie of blood to the gifted creature, who, 
somewhere, lay sleeping there, I felt die flush of shame mount 
to my temples, to turn away and leave her dust so unhonoi'ed. 
Oh, God ! to be ao soon forgotten by all the world ! — How 
can even earth look so glad, when such a warm, passioBato 
heart lies cold and pulseless"! Poor, gifted, foi^otfen Panny ! 
She " still lives " in )»y heart ; and, Reader, glimee your eye 
over these touching lines, " written during her last illness," and 
tell me. Shall she not also live in thine? 
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A MOTHER'S PRAYER IK ILLNlLSa 



YebI tate tiiemfiret, my Father! Letmy doves 
Fold theirwiiita winge in Heavea safe on thy breast, 
Ere I am oallad away I I dai-e not laavo 
Tlieir young hearts hare, their innocent, thoughtless ha( 
Ah 1 how the ahadowy train of future ills 
Comes sweeping down life's vista, as I gaze! 
My May] my careless, ardent-tempered May; 
My fi'ank and frolic child I in whose hlae eyes 
Wild joy and passionate ■woe alteraate rise ; 
■WTiose cheek, the morning in her soul illumsii ; 
■Whose little, loving heart, a word, a glance, 
Can sway to gi'ief or glee; who loaves her play. 
And puts Tip lier sweet mouth and dunpled arms 
Each moment, for a kiss, and softly asks. 
With her dear, flute-like voioe, "Do j'oulovame!" 
Ail I i^ me stay I ah 1 let me still be by, 
To answer har, and meet her warm oaresBl 
For, I away, how oft, in this rough world, 
That earnest question will be asked in vain f 
How oft that eager, pasoionate, petted heart 
Will sliriak abashed and chilled, to leai^n, at length. 
The hateful, witharing lesson of distrast I 
Ah I let her nestle still upon this breast^ 
In wliiuh each shade that dims her darling face 
Is felt and answered, as iha lake refleots 
The clonds that cross yon smiling Heaven 

And thovi. 
My modast Ellen 1 tender, thoughtful, true, 
Thy soul attuned to all sweet harmonies; 
My pure, proud, aobla Ellen I with thy gifts 
Of genius, grace and loveliness half-hidden 
'Neath the soft vail of innate modesty: 
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How will tlie world's wild discord reach tliy licnil, 

To startla nnd njipal ! Thy generous Bcoi'n. 

Of all things base and mean — thy i^iiich, keen taste. 

Dainty and delicate — thy inatiuofive fear 

Of those unworthy of a soul so pure. 

Thy rare, uncliildlike dignity of mien, 

AJl — they will all bring pain to thee, my child. 

And o!i 1 if ever their grace and goodness meet 
Cold looks ond careless greetings, how wiH all 
Tlie latent evil yet undisciplined 
In tlieir young, timid souls forgiveness find! 
Forgiveness and forbearance, and soft ohidinga, 
Whieh I, tlieir motber, leam'd of love, to give. 
Ah 1 let me stay 1 albeit ray heart is wenl'y. 
Weary and worn, tired of its ovin- aad beat, 
Thatjiiids no eclio in t/m iiisy toorld 

Which cartnoi pause lo answei tired, alike. 

Of joy and sorrow — of the day and night I 

Ah I take Hieih fibst, my Fatlier ! and then me ; 

And for their aakea — for their sweet sates, my Father! 

Let me fiod rest beside (hem, at thy feet 



.■..Google 



BEST THINGS. 

I HAVE a honvir of " best " things, come they in the shape of 
^oes, garments, bonnets or rooms. In such a harness my 
soul peers restlessly out, asking " if I be I." I 'm puzzled to find 
myself. I become stifT and formal and artificia! as my sur- 
roundings. 

But of all the best things, spare me the infliction of a "best 
room," Out upon a carpet too fine to tread upon, books too 
dahity to handle, solas that but mock your weary limbs, and 
curtains that dare not fece a ray of sunlight ! 

Had I a house, there should be no "best room" in it. No 
upholsterer should exordse comfort, or ehildi-en, fivm my door- 
all. The free, fi-esh air should be welcome to play tiirough it ; 
the bright, glad sunshine to lighten and warm it ; while fresh 
mantel-flowers should woo us visits from hummiiig-bu-d and 
drowsy bee. 

For pictures, I'd look from out my windows, upon a land- 
scape painted by the Great Master — ever fredi, ever varied, and 
never marred by eavious " cross lights ; " now, wreathed in 
morning's alvery mist ; now, basking in noon's broad beam ; 
now, flushed with sunset's golden glow, now, 
dreamy moonli^t. 
lib 
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For Etotuary, (ill my Jiouse with children — rosy, dimpled, 
laughing cliildi'eu ; now, tosdng their siumy ringlets fiom open 
hrow^ ; now, vailing their nierry eyes in slumberoua dreams, 
'ueath snow-white lids; now, sweetly grave, on bended knee, 
with clasped hands, and lisped words of holy prayer. 

Did I say I 'd have nothing " best ? " Pardon me. Sunday 
should he the best day of all the seven — not ushered in with 
ascetic form, or lengthened feee, or stjff and rigid manners. 
Sweetly upon the stiU Sabbath air should float tlie matin hymn 
of haf^y duldhood ; blending with early song of birds, and 
walled upward, with flowers' incense, to Him. whose very name 
is LovB. It should be no day for puzzling Ihe half-developed 
brain of cliildhood with gloomy creeds, to shake lie simple 
iaith tliat prompts the imiocent lip to say, " Our Father." It 
should be no day to ^t upright on stiff-backed chairs, till lie 
golden sun should set. No ; the birds should not be more 
■welcome to warble, the flowers to drink in the air and 
sunlight, or the trees to toss their lithe limbs, free and 
fetterless. 

" 1 'm so sorry that to-morrow is Sunday ! " From whence 
does this sad lament issue? From under your roo^ oh mista- 
ken but well-meaning Christian parents — flx>m the lipsof yoMj- 
diild, whom you compel to listen to two or three uDintelligible 
sermons, sandwiched between Sunday schools, and finished off 
at nightfall by tedious repetitions of creeds and catechisms, till 
sleep releases your weary victim ! No wonder your child 
shuMers, when tJie mmister tells him that " Heaven is one 
eternal Sabbatih," 
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Oh, mistaken psirent ! relax the over-straliied tow — prev&nt 
the fearful rebound, aiid moke the SablDalh wbat God designed 
it, not a -weariness, but the " best " and happieait day of all dio 
seven. 
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THE VESTEY MEETING. 

The dock had just struck seven. The sharp-nosed old sexton 
of the Steeple-Street Church had arranged the lights to hia 
mind, determined the proper latitude and longitude of Bibles 
and hymn-books, peeped curiously info the little black stove in 
the comer, and was now admonishing every person who passed 
in, of the propriety of depositing the " free sofl " on his hoots 
upon the entry door-mat. 

In they crept, one after another — pale-feced seamstresses, 
glad of a reprieve ; servant girls, who had turned their backs 
upon unwashed dishes ; mothei's, whose " ci-ying babies " were 
astounding the neighbors ; old maids, who had nowhere to 
spend their long evenings ; widowers, who felt an especial soliei 
tude lest imy of the asters should be left to return, home unpro 
tected ; girls and boys, who came because they were bid, and 
wlio had no veiy clear idea of the peribi-mances ; and last, 
though not least, Ma'am Spy, who thought it her duty to see 
that none of the church-memliers were niissing, and to inquire 
every Tuesday night, of her friend Miss Prim, if she did n't 
conader Mi-s. Violet a proper subject for churdi discipline, be- 
cause slie always had money enough to pay her board biUs, 
although her husband had deserted her. 

Then there were the four Misses Nipper, who orawled in as if 
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the vestiy floor were paved with li¥e kittens, and who had never 
been known, for four years, to vary one minute in their attend- 
ance, or to keep awake fi'om the first prayer to the doxoI<^. 

Then, there was Mi-s. John Emmons, who sang the loudest, 
and prayed the longest, and wore the most expensive bonnets, 
of any female membei' in the church — whose name was on 
every committee, who instituted the select praying circle for 
the more aristocratic portion of Uie parish, and whose pertma- 
cious determination to ait next to her husband at the Tuesday 
night meeting, was regarded by the uninitiated as a heautifiil 
proof of conjugal devotion ; but which, after patient investiga- 
tion, (between you and me, dear reader,) was found to be for 
the purpose of arresting his coat-flaps when he popped up to 
make mental shipwreck of himself by making a speech. 

Then, there was Mr, Nobbs, whose remarks were a r&-hash 
of the different religious periodicals of the day, diversified with 
misapplied tests of Scripture, and delivered with an intonation 
ajid gesticulation that would have given Demosthenes fits. 

Then, there was Zebedee Falstafij who accomplished more 
for the amelioration of the human race (according to his own 
account) than any man of his aldermanio proportions in the 
nation, and who delivered (on a hearty supper) a sleepy ex- 
hortation on the duties of self denial and charity, much to ike 
edification of one of his needy relatives, to whose tearM 8tory 
be had tiiat very day turned a deaf ear. 

Then, there was Brother Hig^ns, who was always ''just go- 
uig " to make a speech, " if brother Thomas had n't so exactly 
anticipated his sentiments a minute before," 
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Tken, there waa Mr, Addisou Theopliiliis Shakspoaro MUton, 
full of poetical and religious hispiration, who soared so high in 
the i-ealms of fiiacy, Hiat his hearers lost sight of Mm. 

Then, tiere was little Dr. Pillbox, who gave us every proof 
in his weekly exhortations of his Itnowledge of " drugs," not 
to mention young Smiti, who chased an idea round till he lost 
it, and then took shelter behind a bronchial difficulty which 
compelled him, " unwillingly (tj to come to a close." 

Then, tliere were some ^ncere, good-heaJted Christians — 
respectable citizens — wortliy heads of iimiilies; but whose lips 
had never been " touched witii a live coal from off the altar." 

Where was the pastor? Oh, he was there — a slight, 
fragile, scholar-like looking man, with a iiue intellectual face, 
exquisitely refined tastes and sensibilities, and the meek 
spirit of " the Master." Had those slender shoulders no cross 
to bear 1 When chance sent some fiistldious worldling through 
diat vestry door, did it cost him nothing to watch tie smile 
of contempt curl the sti-anger's lip, as some uneducated, but 
well-meaning layman, pr^ented with stammering tongue, in 
ungrammatical phrase, distorted, one-sided, bigoted views of 
great truths which his eloquent tongue might have made as 
dear aa the noon-day, and as cheering and welcome as heaven's 
own blessed light, to the yearning, cfissatisiied spirit? Oh, is 
there nothing in reli^on, when it can so subdue the pride of 
intellect as to enable its pi-ofessor to disi-egard the sfammeriijg 
tongue, and sit meekly at the feet oi' the ignoratit discipte bt 
cause he M a disciple i 
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A BBOADWAY SHOP REVEEIE. 

Forty dollars for a pocket-haadterchief! My dear 
woman ! you need a straight-jacket, evea lihough you may be 
tiie fortunate owner of a dropsical purse. 

I won't allude to the legitimate use of a podtet-handkercliief ; 
I won't speak of the sad heai-ts thai " forty dollars," in the hands 
of some philanthropist, nught lighten ; I won't spealt of the 
" crows' feet " that will be penciled on your fmr face, when your 
laundreiss carelessly stielts the point of her remorseless smooth- 
ing iron throngh the flimsy febrie, or the constant espioaage you 
must keep over your treasure, in omnibuses, or when prome- 
nading ; but I wiU ask you how many of the lords of creation, 
for whose especial beEefit you array youi-sel^ will know whether 
that cobweb rag fluttering in your hand cost forty dollars, or 
forty cents? 

Pout if you like, and toss your head, and say that you " don't 
dre^ to please the gentlemen." 1 don't hesitate to tell you (at 

tliis distance fl'om your finger nails) that is a downright 

mistake ! and that tiie enormous sums most women expend for 
artietes, the cost of which few, save shop-keepers and butterfly 
feminines, know, is both astounding and ridiculous. 

True, you have tJie sublime gratification of flourishing your 
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forty-dollai lui Jkerth e£ of sporting your twenty-dollar " Honi- 
toii collar,' 01 of fiaui t iij, your thousand-dollar shawl, hdbre 
the envious and admiring eyes of some weak aster, who has 
made the pos&ible possession of the article to question a pro- 
found aad Lfetime study , you may pass, too, along the crowded 
pavi, laboring under the halluciBation, that every passer-by 
appreciates your dry-goods value. JVoi a bit of it ! Yonder 
is a group of gentlemen. You pass them in your promenade ; 
thoy glance carelessly at your tout-ensemble, but their eyes rest 
admiringly on a figure dose behind you. It will diagrin you 
to learn that this locomotive loadstone has on a seventy-five 
cent bat, of simple straw — a dress of lawn, one shilling per 
yard — a twenty-five cent collar, and a shawl of the most un- 
pretending price and iJibric. 

All these items you take in at a glance, as you turn upon her 
your aristocratic eye of feminine criticism to extract, if possible, 
the talismanie secret of her magnetism. What is it ? Let me 
tell you. Nature, willful dame, has an aristocracy of her own, 
and in one of her independent freaks has so daintily fashioned 
your rival's limbs, that the meanest garb could not mar a grace, 
nor the costliest fi»bric add one. Compassionating her slender 
purse, nature has also added an artistic eye, which accepts or 
rejects fabrics and colors witii unerring taste ; hence her apparel 
is always wdl chosen and harmonious, producing the effect of a 
rich toilet at the cost of " a mere song ;" and as she sweeps ma- 
jestically past, one understands why Dr. Johnson pronounced 
a woman to he " perfectly dressed when one could never re- 
member what she wore." 
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Now, I grant you, it is veiy provoking to be oclipsed by a 
star mihout a name — moving out of the sphere of " upper- 
ten"'dom. — a woman who never wore a "camel's hair sliawl," 
or owned a diamond in her life; after the expense you have 
incun'ed, too, and the fees you have paid to Madame Pompa- 
3fiw and Stewart for the first choice of their Parisian fooleries. 
It is harrowing to the sensibilities, I appreciate the awkward- 
ness of your position ; still, my eompaission jogs my invention 
vainly for a remedy — unless, indeed, you consent to crush 
such democratic presumption, by laheUing the astounding price 
of the dry-goods upon your aristocratic back, 

H 
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"THE OLD WOMAN." 

Look into yonder window 1 What do you see ? NoUiing 
new, surely ; nothing but what tie angela have looked smilingly 
down upon since the morning stars first sang together ; notiiing 
but a losing mother hushing upon her faithfiil breast a wailing 
babe, wiiose little life hangs by a slender thread. Mortal hps 
have said, " The boy must die ! " 

A mother's Aope never dies. She dasps him closer to her 
breast, and gazes upward ;-— food and sleep and rest are for- 
gotten, so that that little flickering taper die not oat Gently 
upon her soft, warm breast she wooes for it baby slumbers ; 
long, weary nights, up and down the cottage floor she paces, 
soothing its restless moaning. Suns rise and set — stars pale — 
seasons come and go ; — ■ she heeds tiiem not, so that those Ian- 
guid eyes but beam brightness. Down the meadow — by the 
brook — on the hill-side — she seeks with him the health-restor- 
ing breeze. 

Giod he priused ! — health cornea at last ! What joy to see 
the rosy flush mantle on the pallid cheek ! — what joy to see the 
ahrunken limbs grow round with health ! — what joy to see the 
dMnp, tlun locks grow crisp and glossy ! 

What matter though the knitting lie neglected, or the spin- 
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niiig-wiiccl be dumb, so that tlie soaring kite or bouncing ball 
but please his boyish fiinoy, and prompt the gleeful shout 1 
What matter that the coarser fare be hers, so that the dainljer 
morsel pass his rosy lip? What matter that her robe be 
threadbare, so that his graeeful limbs be dad in Joseph's rain- 
bow coat? What matter that her couch be hard, so that his 
sunny head rest nightly on a downy pillowf What matter 
that Iwr slender purse be empty, so that his childish heart may 
never know denial ? 



Years roll on. That loving mother's eye grows dim ; her 
glossy locks are silvered ; her limbs are sharp and shrunltea ; 
her footsteps slow and tottering. And the hoy ? — the cherished 
Joseph 1 — he of the bold, bright eye, and sinewy limb, and 
bounding step? Surely, from, his kind hand shall flowers be 
strewn on the dim, downward path to the dark valley ; surely 
will her son's strong arm be hers to lean on ; his voice of mu- 
fflc sweeter to her dull ear than seraphs' singing. 

No, no ! — the hum of busy life has struck upon his ear, 
drowning the voice of love. He has become a man ! refined, 
fastidious ! — and to his forgetfid, unfilial hearty (God foi^ve 
him,) the mother who bore him is only — " the old woman ! " 
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SUNDAY MOKNING AT THE DIBDIN8. 

" Jahe," (suddenly exdaims Mrs, Dibdin,) " do you know it 
is nearly time for your Sabbath School to oommeiice 1 I hope 
you have committed your hymns and commandments to mem- 
ory. Put OB. your little jet bracelet, and your ruffled panta- 
lettes. Now, say the third commimdment, while 1 fix your 
curls. It does seem to mo as if your hair never curls half as 
well on Sundays as on weelt days. Mind, you aslc Letty 
Brown where her mother hought that cunning little straw hat 
of hers, — not ia Sabbath School, of course — that would be 
very wicked — but aiter it is over, as you walk along to 
church. 

" Jane, what 's the chief end of man "i Don't know *? Well, 
ii'sthe most astonishing thing diat Ihat Assembly's Catechism 
don't stay in your head any better ! It seems to go into one ear 
and out of the other. Now pay particular attention while I tell 
you what the chief end of man is. The chief end of man is — is 
— well- — I — why don't you hold still? — you are always putting 
a body out 1 You had better run up stairs and get your book. 
Here, stop a minute, and let me tie your sash straight. Pink is 
very becoming to you, Jane ; you inherit your mother's blonde 
beauty. Come away from that glass, Jme, this minute ; don't 
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you know it is wicked to look in the glass on Sunday 1 See if 
you can say your ' creed ' tliat your Episcopal teacher waats 
you to learn. Come; 'I believe' — {In less than one week 
your toes will be through those drab gaiters, Jane.) Gioodness, 
if there is n't the bell ! Why did n't you get your lesson Sal- 
tffday evening 'J Oh! I recollect; you were at daucmg school. 
Well — you need n't say anything about that to your teacher ; 
because — because there 's ' a time to dance,' and a time to go 
to meeting, and now it is meeting tinte ; so, come here, and let 
me roll that refractory ringlet over my finger once more, and 
then, do you walk solemnly along to church, as a baptised diUd 
should. 

"Here! stopabit! — you may wear this coral bracelet of 
mine, if yon won't lose it. There ; now you look most as 
pretty as your mother did, when she was your age. Don't 
toss your head so, Jane ; people will call you vain ; and you 
know I have always told you that it makes very little diifer- 
ence how a little girl looks, if she is only a little Christian. 
There, good-bye;— repeat your catechism, going along; and 
don't let the wind blow your hail' out of curl." 



(Mr. Dibdm reading a pile of business letters, ftesh from the post- 
<^ce; Mrs. Hibdin, in a pearl-eoloTed brocade arid lace n^ei, de- 
vowing "Bleak Hmise.") 

Mrs. Sihdin. — " Jane, is it possible I see you on the holy 
Sabbath day, with Mother Goose's Mdodies ? Put it away. 
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this minute, and get your Bible. Tliere 's the pretty story of 

Josepii tuildiiig the arlt, and Noah in the lion's den, and. Isaac 

killing his brother Cda, and all that." 

Jane. — " Well, hut, mamma, you know I can't spell the hig 

words. Won't you read it to me 1 " 

Mrs. Dibdin. — "I am busy reading now, my dear; go 

and ask your papa." 

/awe. ~ " Please, papa, will you read to me in my little 

Bible ? mamma is busy." 

Mr. Dibdin. — " My dear, will you be kind enough to pull 

that bell for Jane's nursery maid? — she is getting trouble- 
Exit Miss Jane to flie nursery, to listen to Katy's and her 

fHend Bridget's account of their successful flirtations with Johu 

O'Calligan and Michael O'Donahuc. 
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ITEMS OF TRAVEL. 

"All the world and his wife " are travelling ; and a nice day 
it is to commence a journey. How neat and tastefiil those 
ladies look in their drab travelling dresses; how self-satisfied 
their cavaliers, freshly shaved wid shampooed, in their brown 
hoen over-alls. What apoplectic looking carpet-bags ; full of 
newspapers, aid oranges, and bon-bons, and novels, and night- 
caps ! Saratoga, Newport, Niagara, White Hills, Mammoth 
Cave — of these, the ladies chatter. 

Weil, here come the oars. Band-boxes, trunks, baskets, and 
bundles are coimted, and checks taken ; a grave discusaon is 
solemnly held, as to which side of the cars the sun shin^ on ; 
seats are chi:«en with due deliberation, and the locomotive does 
its own " puffing " to the bystMiders, and darts oifl 

It is noon ! How intense the heat ; bow annoying the dust ; 
how crowded the cars ; how incessant the cries of that poor 
tired baby ! The ladies' bonnets are getting awry, their fore- 
heads flushed, and thar smooth tresses unbecomingly frowsed, 
(see Eem Dictionary.) Now their little chattering tongues 
have a reprieve, for Slumber has laid her leaden finger on each 
drooping eyelid : even Alexander Smith's new poem has sliddwi 
from hetweai taper fingers. Dream not lovingly of the auUior, 
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lair deeper: poets md butterflies lose their brilliancy when 
caught. 

How intensely ugly men look asleep ! doubled up like so 
maay jack-knives — sorry looking " blades " — with their 
mouths wide open, and their limbs twisted into all sorts of 
Protean shapes, Sbiy ; there 's one in yonder comer who is 
am exception. That man knows it is becoming to him to go to 
sleep. He has laid his head against the window and taken off 
his hat, that the wind might lift those black curls ftora his broad 
white brow ; — he knows that his eye-lashes are long and dark, 
and that his finely chiselled lips need no defecteoncealing mous- 
tache; — he knows that he can afford to turn towards us Ma 
fine profile, with its classical outline ; — he knows that his cra- 
vat is well lied, and that the hand upon which he supports his 
cheek is both well-formed and daintily white. Wonder if he 
knows anything else ? 

We halt suddenly, " Back ! back ! " says the conductor. 
The sleepers start to their feet ; the old maid in the comer 
gives a little hysterical shriek ; brakemec, conductor, and engi- 
neer jump off, push back their hats, and gaze nervously down 
fte road. " What 's the matter ? " echo scores of anxious 
Toiees. " What 's the matter ? " Oh, nothing ; only a mother 
made childless : only a little form — five minutes ago bounding 
with happy life — lying a mangled corpse upon the track. 
The engineer says, with an oath, that " the diild was a fool 
not to get out of the way," and sends one of the hands back to 
pick up the dismembered hmbs and cany Ihem to its mother, 
who forbade even the winds of heaven to blow too roughly on 
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her hoy; thai he gives the "iron !ioi-se" a fresh impetus, 
and we dash on. ; imagination paints a scene m yonder house 
which many a frantic parent will recognize ; and from which 
(even in thought) we turn shuddering away — while the weary 
mother in the corner covers her fretful bal^e with kisses, and 
thanks God, through her tears, that her loving arms are still its 
sheltering fold. 

12b 
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NEWSPAPER-DOM. 

It ia beyond my oomprehensioD how Methusalch lived nine 
hundi-ed and sixty-nine yeara without a newspaper ; or, what 
the mischief Noah did, during that " forty days" shower, when 
he had extausted the study of Natural History. It makes me 
yawn to thinit of it. Or what later generations did, the fiira- 
ished half-hour befoi-e meals ; or, when traveling, when the old 
stege-coacfi crept up a steep hUl, some dusty hot summer noon. 
Shade of Franklin I how they must have been ennuyid ! 

How did they ever know when flour had "riz" — or what 
was the market price of pork, small tooth combs, cotton, 
wool, and molasses? How did they know whether Queen 
Victoria had "made her brother an uade or an aunti" 
What christianized gouty old men and snappish old ladies'! 
What kept the old maids from makhig mince-meat of pretty 
young girls ? What did lovesick damsels do for " sweet bits 
of poetry " and " touching continued stories ? " Where did 
their papas find a solace when the coflee was muddy, the toast 
smoked, and the beef-steak raw, or done to leather? What 
did cab-drivers do, while waitang for a tardy patron? What 
did draymen do, when there was " a great calm " at the dry- 
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gw)ds store of Go Ahead & Co. ? What screen did hushanda 
dodge behind, when theu" wives asked them for money 1 

Some people define happiness to be one thing, aud some 
another. I define it to fee a roora " carpeted and furnished " 
with " eschaiiges," with a place cleared in the middle for two 
arm-ohiurs — one for a clever editor, and one for yom'selE I 
Bay it is to take up llioae papers, one by one, and laugh over 
the funny things and skip the stupid ones, — to adjnire the 
ingenuity of would-be literary lights, wlio pilfer one half their 
original (?) ideas, and steal the remainder. I say it is to shud- 
der a fhank^ivmg that you are not in the marriage list, and to 
try, for the hundredth time, to solve the riddle : how can each 
paper that passes through your hands be " the best and cheap- 
est periodical in the linown world 1 " 

I say it is to look round an editorial sanctum, inwardly 
chudding at the forlorn appearance it makes without feminine 
fingers to keep it tidy: to see the looking-glass veiled with 
cobwebs; lihe dust on the desk thick enough to write your 
name in; the wash-bowl and towel mulatto color; the soap 
liquified to a jelly, (tditors like soft soap ! ) ; the table covered 
with a heterogeneous mass of manuscripts, and paper folders, 
and wafers, and stamps, and blottmg-papei-, and envelopes, and 
tailors' bills, and letters complimentary, bolhgerent and padfic. 

I say it is to hear the editor complain, with a fi-own, of the 
heat and his headache ; to conceal a smile, while you suggest 
the prohabiliiy of relief if a window should be opened ; to see 
him start at your superior profimdity ; to hear him say, with a 
groan, how much " proof" he has to read, before he can leave 
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for home ; to talte off yoiir glovos and help him correct it ; — 
to hear Lim say, there is a boolt for review, which he has not 
lime to look over ; to take a folder and cut the leaves, and affix 
guide-boards for notice at all the fine passages ; to see him kick 
over an innocent chair, because he ctuiuot get hold of the right 
word for an editorial ; to feel (while you help hira to it) very 
much like the mouse who gnawed the lion out of the net, and 
then to take up his paper aom e days after, and find a paragraph 
endorsed by him, "deploring the intellectual inferiority of 

Tliat 's what I call happiness ! 
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HAVE WE ANY MEN AMONG US? 

"Walking along the street the other day, my eye fell upon 
this placard, — 



Well ; they have been " wanted " for some time ; bat the 
article is not in the market, alliough tliere are plenty of spuri- 
ous imitations. Time was, when a lady could decline writing 
for a newspaper without subjecting herself to paragraphic at- 
tacks fl-om the editor, invading the sanctity of her private life. 
Time was, wben she could decline writing witliout the editor's 
revenging himself by asserting falsely that " he had often re- 
fused her offered contributions ? " Time was, when if an edi- 
tor heard a vague rumor affecting a lady's reputation, he did 
not endorse it by republication, and then meanly soi-een bun- 
self fi-om responsibility by adding, " we presume, however, that 
this is only enondit! " Time was, when a lady could be a suc- 
cessflil authoress, without being obliged to give an accotint to 
the dear public of the manner in which slie appropriated the 
proceeds of her honest labors. Time was, when whiskered 
braggadocios in railroad cars and steamboats did not assert. 
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(in blissful ignorance that they were looking tiie lady author- 
ess straight in the Jace!) that they were "on the most intimate 
terms of friendship with her ! " Time was, when milk-and- 
water husbands and relatives did not force a defamed woman 
to unsex herself in the manner stated in the following para- 
graph: 

" Mah Shot by a Young Woman. — One day last week, a 

young lady of good character, daughter of Col. , having 

been calumniated by a young man, called upon him, armed with 
a revolver. The slanderer could not, or did not deny his alle- 
gations ; whereupon she fired, iniiicting a dangerous if not a 
fetel wound in his throat." 

Yes ; it is very true that there are " Metf wanted," AVon 
der how many 1854 .will furnish? 
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HOW TO CURE THE BLUES. 

And so jou have "the "blues," heyl Well, I pity you ! 
No I don't either ; there 's no need of it. If one Jriaid proves 
a Judas, never mind ! plenty of warm, generous, nice hearts 
left for the wimiing. If you are poor, and have to sell your 
fl-ee agency for a sixpence a week to some penurious relative, 
or be everlastingly thankful for the gift of an old garment that 
won't hang f<^ether till yott get it home ! go to work like ten 
thousand evil spirits, and make yourself independent! and 
see with what a different pair of specteeles you 'II get looked 
at ! Nothing like it ! You can have e^'erything on earth you 
want, when you don't need anything. 

Don't the Bible say, " To him liiat hath shall be given 1 " No 
mistake, you see. When the wheel turns round with you on 
thetop, (saJntaand angels!) you can do anything you lilte — play 
any sort of a prank — pout or smile, be grave or gay, saucy 
or ojurfeous, it will pass muster 1 You neverneed trouble your- 
self, — can't do anything wrong if you try. At the mos^ it 
will only he an " eccentricity ! " But you never need be such 
a foot as to expect that anybody wiU find out you are a diamond 
tUI you get a showy setting ! You 'U get knocked and cuffed 
around, and roughly handled, with paste and tinsel, and rubbisli, 
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till that auspicious moment arrivns. Then! won't all tlio 
sheaves liow down to your sheaf? — not one rebellious strag- 
gler left in the field! But stay a little. 

In your adversity, found you one ^thful heart tliat stood 
%Tnly by your side and shared your tears, when skies were 
dark, and your pathway thorny and steep, and summer friejids 
fell off like autumn leaves 1 By all llat 's noble in a woman's 
heart, give that one the first place ia it now. Let the world 
see one heart proof agiunst the sunshine of prosperity. You 
can't repay such a iiiend — aO the mines of Golconda could n't 
do it. But in a thousand delicate ways, prompted by a wo- 
man's unerring tact, let your heart come forth gratefully, geti- 
eroLisly, lovingly. Pray heaven lie be on the shady side of' 
fortune — that your heai t •md liaml may have a widei iield for 
gratitude to show itself E\tiact eiery thorn Irom hw path 
way, chase away every cloud of soiiow, brighten hn lonelj 
hours, smooth the pillow of sickness, and press lovingly his 
hand in death. 
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RAIN IN THE CITY. 

Pattek, patter, patter I down comes the dty shower, on duaty 
and heated pavements; gleefully the willow trees shake owt 
their long green tresses, and make their toilettes in the little 
mirror pools beneaih. The little child runs out, with outspread 
paJm, to catch the cool and pearly drops. The weary lahorer, 
drawing a long, grateful hreath, hares the flushed brow of toil ; 
boyhood, with bMe and adventurous foot, wades through gut- 
ter rivers, forgetful of birch, and bread and butter. Ladies 
skutter tiptoe, with uplifted skirts, to the shelter of some friendly 
omnibus ; gentlemen, in the independent consdouan^ of cor- 
duroys, take their Ijme and umbrellas, whUe the poor jaded 
horses shake their sieek sides, but do not say neigh to Iheir 
impromptu shower-balh. 

The little sparrows twitter their thanks from the dripping 
eaves, drcUng the piazza, then laving their speckled breasts at 
die little lakelets in the spout. Old Towser lies with his nose 
to the door-mat, sniffing " the cool," witli the philosophy of Di- 
(^enes. Petrardi sits ia the parlor with his Laura, too happy 
when some vivid lightning flash gives him an excuse for doser 
quarters. Grandpapa puts on his spectades, walks to tiie win 
flow, Mid taking a look at th& surrounding douds, says, " How 
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186 RAIS IN TUE CITY. 

this rain will make the corn grow." The old mmd opposite 
sets out a ^gle geranium, scraggy as herself^ invoking some 
double blossoms. Forlorn estpcrimenfer ! even a spinster's 
affections must centra somewhere. 

See that little pinafore mariner stealing out, with one eye on 
the nursery window, to navigate his pasteboard boat in the 
street pools. There 's a flash of sunshine 1 What a glorious 
rainbow ! The little fellow tosses his arms aloft, and gazes at 
it. Ten to one, the litlie Yankee, instead of admiring its gor- 
geous splendor, is wishing he could invert it for a swing, and 
seizing it at both ends, sweep through the stars with it. Well, 
it is nothing new for a child to iike "the milky way." 

Fair weather again ! piles of heavy douds are drifting by, 
leaving the clear blue sky as serene as when "iJie morning 
stars first sang together." Nature's gems sparkle lavishly oa 
glossy leaf and swaying branch, on bursting bud and flower; 
while the how of peace melts gently and imperceptibly away, 
like the dying saint into the light of Heaven. 

Oh, earth ii gloriously fair ! Alas t fliat the trail of the ser- 
pent should be over it all ! 
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MRS. WEASEL'S HUSBAND. 



" Ant man who believes that, liad better step into my shoes," 
said httle Mr. Weasel. "I suppose I'm what you call 'the 
head of the family,' but I should n't know it if somebody did n't 
tell me of it. Heigho ! who 'd have thought it five and twenty 
years ^o 1 Did n't I stifle a tremendous strong penchant for 
Diana Dix, (never smoked, I remembor, for four hours after it,) 
because I had my private suspicions she 'd hoH the reins in 
spite of my teeth, and so I ofiered myself to little Susey Snow, 
(mistake in her name, by the way.) You might have spanned 
her round the waist, or lifted her with one hand. She never 
looked anybody in the feee when they spoke to her, and her voice 

was as soft as my brains ! I dedaxe, it 's unaccountable how 

deceitful female nature is ! Never was so taken b, in my life ; 
she 's a regular Vesuvius crater ! Her will 1 (don't mention 
it !) Try to pry up the Alps with a cambric needle ! If she 'd 
only fiy into a passion, 1 think I could venture to pluok up a 
little spirit; but that cool, determined, never-say-dic look' 
would turn Cayenne pepper to oil. It wilts me right down, 
like a cabbage lea£ I 'd as lief face a loaded cannon ! I msh 
I could go out evenings ; but she won't let me. Tom Jraiea 
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asked me yesterday why I was n't at Faiiciiil Hall the night 
liefore. I toH him I had the bronchitis. He saw through it ! 
Sent me a pair of reins the next clay, — ' said to be a certain 
cure 1 ' Ah ! it 's very well for him to laugh, but it 's no joke 
to me, I suppose it 's time to feed that baby ; Mrs, Weasel 
will be home pretty soon, from the ' Woman's Rights Conven- 
tion.' No, I won't, either ; 1 11 give it some paregoric, and run 
up garret and smoke oae dgar. I feel as though I could n't 
look a hwTMning-bird in the eye ! Nice agar ! — very nice ! 
What a fool I am to be ordered round by a little blue-eyed 
woman, flwee feet high ! 1 'm a very good looking fellow, and 
1 won't stand it ! Is n't that little Weasel as much her baby as 
it is mine 'i Certainly." 

" M-r. W-e-a-9-e-l ! " 

"Hem, — my — dear — (oh! that eye of Lei's!)— you see, 
dy dear, (there, I won't do it s^ain, Mrs. Weasel.) How 's 
' the Convention,' dear ? Carried the day, 1 hope ? — made one 
of your smart speeches, hey ? Tis n't every man owns such a 
chada-lightaing wife ; — look out for your rights, dear ; (deuce 
knows J dare not ! ") 
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COUNTKY SUNDAY vs. CITY SUNDAY. 

Tis Sunday in tlie city. 

The sun glares raurkiJy down, through the smoky and stench- 
laden atmoaphere, upon the dirty pavements ; newshoys, witli 
damorous cries, are vending their wares ; milkmen rattle over 
ihe pavements, and startle drovrsy sleepers by their shrill 
whoopings; housemaads ai'e polishing door knobs, washing 
sidewalks, and receiving suspicious looking baskets and parcels 
&om contiguous groceries and bakeshops, 

The sun rolls on his course ; purifying the air and benignly 
smiling upon all the dwellers in the dty, as though he would 
gently win them from unholy purposes to heavenly meditations 
and pursuits. 

— And now the streets ai-e filled with a motley show of 
silks, satins, velvets, feathers and jewels — while caiTiages and 
vehicles of every description roll past, frdghted with counter- 
freed youths and their Dulcineas, bent upon a holiday. Hun- 
dreds of " drinking saloons " b h p b b h 
upon which is borne, to fh as b (p "e 
lady or tender child,) the m -se d bx fib 
and from their portals reel te b h ce 
men. Military companies mdi and fir nwa ad 
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solorein pace, to the mournful strains of a dead-march ; now, 
(having rid themselves of the corpse of their dead comrade,) 
they gaily " step out," hlithe and merry, to the cheering straina 
of an Kilivening ijuickstep, based on an Ethiopian melody ; the 
frivolous tones blending discordantly with the chimes of the 
Sabbath bells. And stable-keepers, oyster and ice-cream vea- 
ders, hquor sellers, el id omne genua, are reaping a golden har- 
vest, upon which the " Lord of the Sabbath " shall, sooner or 
later, send "a blight and a mildew," 



Tls Sunday in the country. 

Serene and majestic, in the distance, lie the blue, cloud-capped 
hills ; wMle, at their base, the silver stream winds gracefully, 
sparltling in the glad sunlight. Now the fragrant branches 
stir with feathered life ; and one clear, thrilling carol lifts the 
finger from the dumb lip of Nature, heralding a full orchestra 
of untaught choristera, which pluma their wings, and soaring, 
seem to say, Praise Him ! prmse Him ! 

Obedient to the sweet summons, the silver-hdred old man 
and rosy child, along grassy, winding patlis, hie to the little 
village church. Oa the gentle roaiden'a kindly arm leans the 
bending form of " four score years and ten," gazing, with 
dimmed but fateful eye, on leafy stem, and bursting bud, and 
fiill-blown ilower ; or, Ibtening to the wind dallying with the 
tall tree-tops, or kissing the fields of golden grain, which wave 
thdr graceful recognition, as it sweeps by oa it« fragrant path. 
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And now, slowly lie Sal>bath sim sinlcs beneath the western 
hills ja gold and purple glory. Gently the dew of peace de- 
scends on closed eyes and flowers; while holy stars creep 
softly out, to keep their tireless wafch o'er happy hearts and 
Sahbath-loving homes. 
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80BEE HUSBANDS. 

"If TOUT husbana looka grave. 1st him alone ; don't (listotli or umoy bBn," 

Oh, pshaw ! were I married, the soberer my husljand look- 
ed, tiie more fun I 'd rattle about hia ears. Do n't disturb 
him! I guess so! I 'd salt his coffee — and pepper hia f«a — 
and sugar hia beef-steak — and tread on his toes — aad hide his 
newspaper — and sew up his pockets — and put pins in his 
slippers — and dip his cigars in water, — and I would n't stop 
for the great M<^ul, till I had shortened his long iaee to my 
liking. Certainly, he 'd " get vexed ; " there would n't be any 
ftin m teasing him if he did n't ; and that would give his mel- 
ancholy blood a good, healthfiil start ; and his eyes would snap 
and sparkle, and he 'd say, " I'anny, will you be quiet or not % " 
and I should laugh, and pull his wMslcers, and say decidedly, 
" Not ! " and then I should tell him he had n't the slightest idea 
how handsome he looked when he was vexed, and then he 
would pretend not to hear the compliment — but would pull 
up his dieltey, and take a sly peep in the glass (for all that !) 
and then he 'd begin to grow amiable, and get oif his stilts, and 
be just as agreeable all the rest of the evaiing as if he was «'i 
my husbaTid ; and all because I did n't follow that stupid bit 
of advice "to let him alone." Just as if J didn't know! Just 
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BOBEK RtJSBANnS. 193 

imagino me, Tauny, sitting down on a cricket in the corner, 
with ray forefinger in my moutli, looking out the sides of my 
eyes, and waitiug till that man got ready to speak to me ! You 
oaii see at onca it would be — be — . Well, the Mnount of it 
is, I sliQulirOt do it! 

13b I 
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OUK STREET. 

Sing- uway, little bird ! only you, tlie trees, and myself, are 
staring, hut you have an appreciative audience. Tour sweet 
carol and the gi'aceful waving of yonder tree, as the soft wind 
turns up its dlvei--lined leaves in the sunlight., fill my heart wth 
ft qiiiet gladness. 

Whom have we here 1 with ra^ed sliirt, hare mud-hs- 
grimm'd feet and ankles, tattered shawl, and tangled masses of 
hair fluttering round a &ce ploughed deep with time and 
trouble. See — she stoops, and, stretching her skeleton fingers 
towards lie gutter, grasps some refuse rags and paper, and 
tlii'usts them gi'eedily into the dirty sack she bears upon her 
shoulders. Good heavens! that dirty mass of rags a vmnuui? 
How wearily she leMis ^aiast yonder tree, gazing upward into 
its branches! Perhaps that Ettle bird's matiu song has swept 
some chord for long years untouched in that callous heart ; 
telling her of the shelter of a Iiappy home, where Plenty sat at 
the board and Love kept guard at the thresliold. Oh ! who can 
tell? One more song, my little hii-d, ere she goes; not so 
TMcMngly joyous, but sweet, and soft, and low — a requiem 
for blighted youtli and blasted hopes ; for know that the blue 
sky to ■whose arch you soar, bends over miseiy enough to make 
the bright seraph.= weep. 
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OUR STREET. 195 

Blessme! what j-ell is that ? "Yoci — ho — oe — yeei — 
ho." It is only a milkman, and that horrid cry amply means, 
" Millc for sale," What a picture of laziness is tiie vender ! 
Jump off your eart, man, tliump on the kitchen door with your 
milk-dipper, and rouse that sleepy cook who is keeping you 
wMting her pleasure ; that 's the way to do buaness : pshaw ! 
your manliness must have been diluted with your milk. One 
by one they emerge, the dead-aad-alive looking housemaids, 
drn^ng theu- brooms after them laaly and helplessly, aad 
bandy words with the vexed millcman, and gosdp with each 
other, as they rest their chins on their broom-handles, on 
" kitcken cabinet " alBiirs. 

Here comes an Italian, balancing a shelf-load of plaster Ga- 
pids and Venuses, and dove-cirded vasea. How mourcftdly 
his dark eyes look out from beneath Ms tasaeled cap, as he lifts 
his burden from his head for a momentary reprieve. They 
tell of weary feet, a heavy heart, and a light purse. They tell, 
with a sOent reproach, tliat our hearts are as cold as our dime. 
Oh ! not all, good Pietro ! For your sake, 1 11 make myself 
mistress of that sleepiag child ; though, truth to say, the sculp- 
tor who moulded it has most wofully libelled Nature. Would 
I could see the sumiy skies upon which yom' dark eyes first 
opened, and all the glorious forms that beauty wears in your 
vine-dad home beyond the seas. 

How the pedestrians hurry along ! — ^mevdiants to their carea 
and tlieir counting-rooms, and shop-g^rls and seamstresses to 
their prisons. Here comes a group of pale-faced city children, 
on their way to school. God bless the little unfortunates! 
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196 ouH BTRSEr. 

Tlieir little feet should be ci-uslijng the strawberries, ripe and 
sweet, OB some sunny hilMope, where hre&th of new-mown 
hay and clover blossoms would give roses to their cheeks and 
strength and grace to tlieir cramped and half-developed hmbs. 
Poor little creatures ! iJiey never saw a patch of blue sky 
bigger than their satchels, or a blade of grass tliat dared to 
grow without permission from, tlie mayor, aldermeai and com- 
mon council. Poor little slcelefons ! tricked out like flie fesh- 
ion-prints, and fed on diluted skim-milk and big didJonaries, I 
pity yo«. 

A hand-organ ! ground by a modem Peter Schemmel, and 
accompanied by a woman whose periphery it would be vain to 
compute by inches, singing, 

"I'd be a butterflj." 

Ye gods and graces ! if ye heed her prayer, grant that slie 
alight not on my iwo-Ups ! Now she is warbling, 

as if she was n't making it for me, this minute, a perfect place 
of tormcait ! Avaunt ! thou libel upon fereiinity ! — creep info 
corduroys and apply for the office of town crier. 

A funeral ! That is nothing uncommon in a densely popu 
lated <aty ; so, nobody turns to look, as it winds along, slowly, 
as will the sad ftiture to that young husband — that fether of 
an hour. Sad legacy to him, those plies of fmy robes, and 
dainty httle garments, whose elaborate fflid delicate embroidery 
was purchased at such a fearful price. Nature wiU have her 
revenge for a I'eokless disr^ard of hev laws ; so, there she lies. 
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tliH youug motliei', with the long-looked-for halio upon her 
girlish breast. Sad comment upon a foolidi Tanity. 

What have we bere^ — A carriage at the door ^ All! 1 
recollect ; there was a wedding at that house last night — lights 
flashing, music swelling — white anns gleaming through tissue 
textures, and meiTy voices breakiag in upon my slumbers late 
in the small hours. 

Ah yes — and this is liie bride's leave-taking. Plow proud 
and impoi-tant tliat young husband looks, as he stands on the 
st«ps, with the bride's traveling shawl upon liis aim, giving lus 
oi'ders to the coachman ! Now he casts an impatient glance 
back throngh the open door into the hall, half jealous of the 
tear sparkling in tlie young wife's eye, as the mother presses 
her tenderly to her breast, as the father lays the hand of 
blessiiig on her sunny head, and brothers aad sisters, half glad, 
half sad, offer their lips for a good-bye kiss. 

Hurry her not away ! Not even tlie heart she has singled 
out from all the world to lean upon, oan love so fondly, so 
truly, as those she leaves behind. Dark days may come, when 
love's suBsliine shall be o'erdouded by cares and sickness, from 
which young maniiood, impatient, shriuks. Let her linger : 
so shall your fiiifli in her young wifely love he strengthened by 
such strong filial yeaniiug for these, hei' cradle watchers. Let 
her linger : alver hairs mingle in the mother's tresses ; the 
other's dai-k eye grows dira witii age, and insatiate Death heeds 
nor prayer, nor tear, nor lifted eye of supplication. Let her 
linger, 

New-York ! New-York ! who but thyself would iiave tol- 
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198 OUK STREET. 

erated for twelve mortal hours, with liie thermometer at 90 
degrees, that barrel of refuse fish aiid potatoes, sour bread and 
dami^ed meat, questionable vegetables and antique puddings, 
ateamiag on that sunny adewalk, iu tlie forloro. hope that some 
pig's patron might be teiBpted, by the odoriferous hash, to yeii- 
ture on its trausportatioB. Know, tlien, O pestiferous Gotham, 
that half a score of these geutiy, after having sounded it with a 
long pole to tie bottom, for the benefit of my ol&ctories, have 
voted It a Duisaiice to which even a pig might make a guiler-t^ 
remonstrance. Oh ! Marshal Tukey, if California yet holds 
you, in the narce of the Asiatic cholera, and my " Amei'ican 
constitution," rccross the Isthmus and exonase tliat barrel ! 

Look on yonder door-step. See that poor, worn creature 
seated there, with a puling infant at her breast, ftxjm whence it 
draws no sustenance : on dther side are two little creatures, 
apparently asleep, with their heads in her lap. Their faces are 
very pallid, and their little limbs have nothing of childhood's 
rounded symmetry and beauty, " Perhaps she is an impos- 
tor," says Prudence, seizing my piu-se-strings, " getting up that 
tableau for just such impresable dupes as youraelf." " Per- 
haps she is nol" says Feeling ; " perhaps at this moment des- 
p^ whispers in her tempted ear ' curse God and die ! ' Oh ! 
then, how sad to have ' passed her by, on the otlier ade ! ' " 
Let me be " duped," rather than that wan face should come 
between my soul aad Heaven. 
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WHEN YOU AEE ANGKY. 

" Wlien yon ate ungiy, inks fbrae breBthfl befiire yoa epeBt." 

I COULD n't do it, said Mrs. Peolimmon. Long before that 
time I should be as pladd as an oyster. " Three breaths ! " I 
could double Cape Horn in that time. 1 'm tel^raphic,^ — if 
I had to stop to reflect, I should never be saucy. I can't hold 
anger any more than an April sky can retain showers ; the first 
thing I know, the sun is shining. You may laugh, but that 's 
better than one of your fo^y dispositions, drizzliiig drops of 
discomfort a month on a stretch ; no computing whether you 11 
have anything but gra,j clouds overhead the rest of your life. 
No : a good heavy dap of thunder for me — a lightning flash ; 
then a bright blue sky and a clear atmosphere, and I am ready 
for the first flower that springs up in my path. 

" Three breaths ! " how absurd ! as if people, when they 
get excited, ever have any breath, or if they have, are con- 
scious of it I should like to see the Solomon who got off 
th^ sage maxim, I should like better still to give him an op- 
portunity to test his own theory ! It 's very refteshing to see 
how good people can be, when they have no temptation to an ; 
how they can sit down and make a code of laws for the world 
in general and sinners in particular. 
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200 WHEN you are an«hy. 

'■Tliree Ijreaths!" I'wouldn't give a three-cent piece for 
anybody who is liat long about wiything. The days of stage 
coaches have gone by. Nothing passes in\ister now but com- 
ets, locomotives and telegraph wires. Our forefathers and 
foremothera would have to hold the hair on their heads if they 
should walce tip in 1854. They 'd be as crazy as a cat in a 
shower-bath, at all our whizzing and rushing. Nice old snails I 
It 's a question with me whether I should have crept on at their 
pace, had I been a cotemporaiy. CJiristopher Columbus would 
have discovered the New World mueli quidter than he did, 
had I been at his elbow. 
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LITTLE BESSIE; 



SoHOOL is out! What sti'etehing of limbs; what unfetter- 
ing of toagues aad heols ; what tossing-up of pir.aforea aiid 
primers ; what Tisiona of marbles, and hoops, ar.d doHs, and 
apples, aiid candy, and gingarhread. ! How welcome the fresh 
fflr ; how bright the sunsiuae ; how temptang the grassy play- 
gronnd) Ah, there's ft drop of rain — there's anotina" ; there's 
a thnndei' dap ! " Just as school is out — how provoking ! " echo 
a score of voices ; and the pouting little prisonei-s huddle to- 
gether in tlie school-house porch, and console tlieroselvea by 
swappiag jack-knives and Immming tops, and telling marvellona 
stories of gji'psies and giants ; while Miss Prim, the dyspeptic 
teacher, shalces her head and the femle, and deelaj'es that tio 
former wUI " fly into fifty pieces ; " iipoa which some of the 
boys steal out of doors and amuse themselves by aouncimg the 
puddles with their shoes, while others slyly whittle the desks, 
or draw caricatures on their slates, of Miss Prim's long nose. 

Drip, drip — spattei', spatter! How the rain comes down, 
as if it coidd n't help it ; no prospect of " holding up." 

Here come ines-'sengcrs from anxious mothers, with Endia 
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rubbers, extra tippets, and umtii-ellas ; and there 's a chaise at 
the door, for Squire Lenox's httle rosy daughter ; and a wagon 
for the two Prince girls ; and a stout Irish giri, with a blanket 
shawl, to carry home little lame Minnie May, who is as fragile 
as a lUy, and just as sweet. And there 's a servant man foi 
Master Simpkins, lie &t dunce with the embroidered jacket, 
wh<Be fother owns " the big Hotel, and wishes his son to have 
a seat all by himself," 

And now they are all gone ; — all save little Bessie BoD, tlie 
new scholar, — a little four-year-older, who is doing pcnanca 
over in the comer for " a misdemeanor." 

Bessie's mother is a widow. She has known such bright, 
sunny days, in the shelter of a liappy home, with a dear arm to 
lean upon ! Now, her sweet fece is sad and care-worn, and 
when she speaks, her voice has a heart^quiver in it : but, some- 
how, when she talks to you, you do not notice that her dre^ is 
Med, or bar bonnet shabby and rusty. You instinctively touch 
your hat to her, and treat her very courteously, as if she were 
a fine lady. 

As I said before, this is little Bessie's first day at scbool ; for, 
she is light and warmth and sunshine to her broken-hearted 
mother. But, little Bessie must have bread to eat. A shop 
woman offered her mother a small pittance to come and help 
her a part of every day ; but she is not to bring her eliild ; so, 
Besae must go lo school, to be out of harm's way, and her 
mother tells Miss Prim, as die seats her on the hard bench, that 
"she is very timid and tender-hearted;" and then she kisses 
Bessie's litlie quivermg lip, and leaves her with a heavy heart, 
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Bessie dare not look up for a fe\y minutes ; — it is afl very 
odd and strange, and if she wei-o not so frighteaed she would 
cry nloud. By-and-ty she gains a little courage, and peeps 
out from beneath her droopiag eye-lashes. Her little pinafore 
neighbor gives her a sweet smile — it makes her little heart so 
happy, that she throws her little dimpled arms about her neck 
and says, (out loud) " I love you ! " 

Poor, affectionate little B^sie! she didn't know that that 
was a " misdemeanor ; " nor had she ever seesn that bug-bear, a 
" School Committo." Miss Prim had ; — and Miss Prim never 
wasted her lungs talking ; so, she leisiu-ely untied her black silk 
apron irom her virgin waist, imd proceeded to mjdte an African 
of little Bessie, by piiining it tightly over her face and head — 
an invention which herself and "the Committee" considered 
the ne plus uUi-a of discipline. Beade stru^led, and said slie 
" never would kiss anybody again — never — never ; " but Miss 
Prim was inexorable, and, as her vidim contimied to utter 
smothei'ed cries, Miss Prim told her " tJiat she would keep her 
after the other children had gone home." 

One class after another recited ; Bessie's sobs became less 
loud and frequent d M 's P im flattered herself, now that 
they had ceased Jt th that he was quite subdiied, and con- 
gratulated herself on plae tly ipon her extraordinary ts,lent 
for "breaking i ne beginn 

And now, scl ool be n done the children gone, hei' bonnet 
and India rubbers being put on, and all her ^inster " fixings " 
settled to her mind, viaons of hot tea and buttered toast b^aa 
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to float temptingly through her brain, and suggest th(i propriety 
of Bessie's release, 

" Bessie ! " — no answer. " Bessie ! " — no reply. Miss Prim 
laid the ferule across the little &t shoulders, Bessie did n't 
wince. Miss Prim unpinned the apron to confront the iace that 
was bold enough to defy her and "the Committee." Little 

Well; there was a pauper fuHcral, and a report alxiut that 
a child had been " frightened to death at school ; " but Bessie's 
mother was a poor woman, consequently the righteous Commit- 
tee " did u't feel called upon to mteriere with such idle reports." 
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THE DELIGHTS OF VISITING. 

What is it to go ftway ou a viait^ Well, it is fo take leave 
of the little velvet rocking-chair, which adjusts itself so nicely 
to your shotilders and spinal column ; to cram, jam, squeeze, 
Mid otherwise compress yonr personal effects into an infinitessi- 
naid compass ; to be shook, jolted, and tossed, by turns, in car- 
riage, Fiulroad and steamboat; to be deafened with the stento- 
rian lungs of cah-drivers, draym.en and poiteis; to clutch your 
baggage as if every fece you saw was a highwayman ; (or to 
find yourself ti'ansported wifh rage, at finding ii transported by 
steam to Greenland or Cape Horn.) It is to reach yo«r friend's 
house, travelnstained, cold and weary, with an unbecoming 
crook in your bonnet; to be iittei'ly unable to get tlie firostout 
of your tongue, or " the heam into your eye" and to have the 
felicity of hearing some strange guest remark to your friend, 
as you say on eariy good-night, " Is it possible that is your 



friend. Miss Grey V 








It 


is to be ushered into the "best chamber," 


(always a 


north 


one) 


of a cold January night ; to 


■ unhook your 


■ dress with stif- 


fenec 


i digits; to find every thing 


in your bimk hut your 


night- 


cap; 


to creep between polidied 


linen sheets, 


on a con; 


gealed 



mattresi, and listen to the chattering of yonr own teeth until 
daylight. 
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It ia to talk at a mark twelve hours on tiie streten ; to eat 
and driiik all sorts of things which disagree with jou ; to get 
up sham fits of enthusiasm at trifles ; to learn to yawn circura 
spectlj behind your fingerJips ; to avoid all allusion to topics 
imsuited to your pro tern, latitude ; to have aomelx>dy forever 
at your nervous elbow, trying to make you " enjoy yourself; " 
to laugh when you want to cry j to he loquadous when you had 
rather be taciturn ; to have mind and body ia unyielding har- 
ness, for liQgering, consecutive weeks ; and then to invite your 
friends, with a hypocritical smile, to play the same three over 
with yon, " whenever bu^ness or pleasure calls them " to Frog 
town! 
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HELEN HAVEN'S "HAPPY NEW YEAE." 

"I'm miserable; there's no denying it," saad Helen. 
" There 's nothing ia this endless fashionable i-outiue of dres- 
sbg, dancing and visiting, that can satJafy me. Hearts enough 
are laid at my feet, but I owe them all to the acddents of- 
wealti and position, The world seems all emptmesa to me. 
There mrcsl be something beyond this, else why this ceaseless 
reaching of the soul for some unseen good 1 Why do the 
silent voices of natiffe so thrill mo 1 Why do the holy stars 
with then' burning eyes utter such silent repi-oaehes? Have I 
nothing to do but amuse myself with toys like a child 1 Shall 
I live only for m/self? Does not the sim that rises iipoa my 
-luxury, shuie also iipon the tear-stained face of sorrow % Ai-e 
(here not slender feet stumbling wearily in rugged, lonely paths % 
Why is mins flower-bestrewn % How am. I better % Whose 
sorrowful heart have I lightened ? Wliat word of comfort has 
fallen from my lips on the ear of the grieCstriclten % What am 
I here for % What is my mission % " 



"And yoa Lave only this wretched place to nurse tliat sick 
diild in?" said Helen; "and live lesser ones to care for? 
Will you trust that dck child with me ? " 
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"She is not long for this world, my lady ; and I love lier ab 
■well ag though I had but one. Sometimes I Ve thought the 
more care I have for her, the closer ray heart dings to her. 
She is verj' patient and sweet." 

" Yes, I Imow," said Helen ; " but I have it in my power to 
make her so much more comfortable. It may preserve, at 
least lengthen her life." 

When little Mary opened her eyes the next mormng, die 
half believed herself in fiiiry-land. Soft iieecy curtains were 
looped about her head, her litde emadated hand rested upon a 
silken coverlid, a ^ded table stood by her bed-side, the little 
cup from which her lips were moistened was of bright silver, 
and a sweet foe© was bending ovei- her, shaded by a cloud of 
golden hair, tiiat fell like a glory about her head. 

" -Where am I ^ " said die child, crossing her little hand aci-oss 
her bewildered brain. 

Helen smiled. " You iu-e my little bird now, dear. How 
do you like your cage 1 " 

" It is vevy, very pretty," stud Mniy, with childlsli delight ; 
" but won't you get fired of waiting upon a poor little sick girl i 
Mamma was used to it. Tbit don't look as if you could 
work." 

"Don't I?" said Helen, with a slight blush; "for all that, 
you '11 see how nicely I can take care of you, little one. I '11 
sbg to you ; I '11 read to you ; I 'U tell you pretty stories ; and 
when you are weary of your couch, I 'U fold you in my ai-ms, 
and rook you so gently to sleep. And when you get better 
and stronger, you shall have so many nice toys tt> play with, 
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and 1 '11 CKuvLi your little bi-iglit head with pretty flowers, and 
malie you nice httle dresses ; and now I 'm goiug to read to 
you. Betty has been out, and botight you a litde fairy story 
about a wonderful puss ; and here 's ' Little Timothy Pip ; ' 
which mil you have? " 

" Mamma used to read to me out of the Bible," said little 
Mary, as her long lashes swept her cheek. 

Helen started ; a bright crimson flush passed over her fiice, 
and bending low, she kissed the child's forehead reverentially. 

" About the erudfixion, please," said Mary, as Helen seated 
herself by her side. 

That Holy Boole ! Helen felt as if her hands were " ujidcan." 
She began fo i-ead ; perhaps the print might not have he«n dear ; 
but she stopped often, and drew her small hand across her 
eyes. Her voice grew tremulous. Years of worldliiiess had 
como between her and that sad, touching story. It came upon 
her now with startling force and freshness. Earth, with its 
puerile cares and pleasures, dwindled to a point Oh, what 
" cross " had her shoulders borne 'i What " crown of thorns " 
had pierced her brows? How had ber careless feet turned 
aside from the footsteps of Cblvary's meek sufferer ! 

" Thanlc you," said little Mary, rousing Helen from her rev- 
erie ; " mam.ma used to pray to God to make me patient, at3d 
take me to Heaven." 

" Tetirs started to Helen's eyes. How coitid she teE that 
sinless litOe one she hiew noi h<no to pray f Ah ! site was 
the pupil, Mary the teacher! Laying her cheek fo hers, she 
said in a soft whisper, " Pray for us both, dear Mary." 
14b 
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With swee^ touctiiig, ample eloquence that little silvery 
voice floated on Ihe air ! The little emadated hand upon which 
Helen's face was pressed, was wet witli tears — Jui^py tears ! 
Oh, tMa was what that restless soul had craved ! Here at " the 
cross," that world-fettered spirit should plume itself for an 
angel's ceaseless flight. Aye, and a little child Jwd hd " h&r " 



Adolph Grey waadered listlessly tiirough fliat brilliaat ball- 
room. There were sweet voices, aad sweeter feces, and grace- 
fij], floating forms ; bat his eye rested on none of them. 

"Pray, where is Lady Helen?" said he, wandering up to 
lus gay hostess, with a slight shade of embarrassment. 

" Ah, you may well ask that ! I 'm so vexed at her 1 Every 
xaas\ in the room is as savage as a New Zealander. She has 
turned Methodist^ that's all. Just imagine; our peerless 
Helen thumbing greasy hymn-hoolts at vestry meetings, listen- 
ing to whining preachers, and hunting np poor dirty be^ar 
children ! I declare, I thought she had too much good sense. 
Well, there it is ; and you may as well hang yov/r harp on the 
wiUows, She 11 have nothing to say to you Jkijo ,■ for you 
know you are a sinner. Grey." 

" Very true," stnd Grey, as he went into the ante-room to 
doak himself for a call upon Helen ; " I ans a sinner ; hut if 
ffliy woman can make a saint of mo, it is Lady Helen. I have 
looked upon women only as toys to pass away the time ; but 
under that gay exterior of Helen's tlierewas always & 
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to wliieh my better nature iDOwed in reverence. 'A Meth- 
odist,' is she ? Well, he it so. She has a soul above youder 
frivolity, and I respect her for it." 



ir in allcr years the great moral questions of the day liad 
more interest for Adolph Grey than flie pleasures of the turf, 
the hilliard room, or the ■wine party, who shaJI say that Lady 
Helen's influence was not a ble^ed one? 

Oh, if woman's beauty, and power, and witchery were oftener 
used for a high and holy purpose, hew m'my wh« now bend a 
careless knee at her shrine, would hush the light lau^^h ind 
irreverent jest^ and almost feel, as sho pi'^sed Ihat an a /ets 
wing had ruathd hy ! 
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DOLLARS AND DIMES. 



"Xes; and don't you presume to show yourself anywhere, 
until you get it filled. " Not among good people? " No, my 
dear Simpiieity, not among " good people." They will receive 
you with a galvanlo ghost of a, smUe, scared up by an indistinct 
recollection of the " tea commandments," but it will be as short- 
lived as their stay widi you. You are not -welcome — that 's 
the amount of it. They are all ia a perspiration lest you 
should be delivered of a request for thdr i^sistance, before they 
can get rid of you. They are " very busy," and what 's more, 
they always will be busy when you call, until you get to flie 
top of fbrtuce's ladder. 

Gimb, man ! dimb ! Get to the top of the ladder, though 
adverse circumstances and felse friends break every round in 
it ! and see what a glorious and extensive prospect of human 
nature you'll get whea you arrive at the summit! Your 
gloves will be worn out shaking hands with the very people 
who didn't recognize your existence two months ago. "You 
must come and loake me a long viat ; " " you must stop in at 
aay time ; " " f/ou HI always be weiconie ; " it is such a long 
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timo since they had the pleasure of a visit flvam you, that they 
begiu to fear you never intended to come ; and ttey '11 fap the 
dimax by inquiring with an injured air, "if you are nearsight- 
ed, or why you have so often passed them in the street with- 
out spealdng," 

Of course, you wOl feel very much like laughing in their 
faces, and so you can. You can't do anything wrong, now that 
your " poelcet is ftdl." At the most, it will only be " an eccen- 
trioity." You can use anybody's neck for a footstool, bridle 
anybody's mouth with a silver bit, and have as many " golden 
opinions" as you Kite. You won't see a frown again between 
Ihis m.A your torcibstone! 
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OUR NELLY. 

"Who is she!" "Why, that is our Nelly, to h& sure. 
NoTjody ever passed Nelly without asking, 'Who is she?' 
One can't forget the glance of that blue eye ; nor the waving 
of those golden. locks ; nor the breezy grace of that lithe figure ; 
nor those scarlet lips ; nor the bright, glad sparJde of the whole 
fece ; and then, Ae is not a bit proud, although she steps so 
like a queen ; she would shake hmicls just as quick with a horny 
paJm as with a Idd glove. Itie world can't spoil ' our Nelly ;' 
her heart is in the right place. 

"You should have seen her tliank an old farmer, the other 
day, for cleai'ing the road Ihat she might pass. He shaded his 
eyes with his hand when she swept by, as if he had been dazzled 
by a sudden flash of sunlight^ and muttered to himself, as he 
looked after her — ' Won't she make somebody's heart ache t ' 
Well, she has ; but it is because &om among ail her lovers she 
could many but one, and {God save le !) that her choice should 
have fallen upon Walter May. If he don't quench out the 
love-light ill those blue eyes, my name is not John Morrison, 
I've seen his eyes flash when things did n't suit him ; I've seen 
him nurse his wrath to keep it wann till the smouldering em- 
bers were ready for a conllagration. He 's as vindiotive as an 
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OUa NELLY. 315 

Indian. I 'd as soon niato a dove mtli a tiger, as give, iiim 
' our Nelly.' There 's a dozen noble fellows, this hour, ready 
to lay down their lives for her, and yet out of the wliole crowd 
she must choose "Waiter May ! Oh, 1 Lave no patience to 
fimik of it. Wc!l-a-day ! mark my words, he will break her 
heart before a twelvemonth 1 He 'a a pocket edition of Na- 
poleon." 



A year had passed by, and amid the hurry of husineas and 
the din of the great city, I had quite forgotten Olenbnm and its 
feiry queeii. It was a time lo recall her to mind, that lovely 
June morning — wiliiits soft fleecy clouds, its glad sunlight, its 
song of birds, and its breath of roses ; and so I thi-cw the reins 
on Romeo's neck, that he might choose his own pace down the 
sweet-briar path, to Jolin Morrison's cottaga And there sat 
John, in the doorway, smoking his pipe, with Towser caTiiiclied 
at liis feet, in the same old spot, just as if the sun had never 
gone down behind tlie hiUs since I parted with him. 

" And ' our Nelly 'i ' " said I, taldng up the thread of his year- 
old narrative as though it bad never been broken — " and ' our 
NeUy?'" 

" Under tiie sod," said the old man, with a dark frown ; " un- 
der the sod. He broke her heart, just as 1 told you he would. 
Such a bridal as it was ! I 'd as lief have gone to a fvmei-al. 
And then Walter carried her off to ilie city, where she was as 
much out of her element as a humniing-bird in a meeting-house ; 
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Mid ti-icd to make a fine kdy of hor, witli stifij city airs, and 
stiff, city manners. It was like trying fo fetter tbe soib west 
wind, which comes micE goes at its own sweet will ; and Nelly 
— wlio was only another nanae for Nature — pined and 
drooped lilte a bird iii a darkened cage. 

" One by one her old fi'iends dropped off, wearied with re- 
peated and rude repulses &om her moody husband, till he was 
left, as he desu^, masf«r of (he field. It was astonishing the 
ascendency he gained over his sweet wife, contemptible as he 
was. She made no objection tobiamost absurd requiremeats; 
but her st«p lost its spring, her eye its sparkle ; and one might 
listen long for .her merry-riiiging laugh. Slowly, sadly to 
Nelly came tliat terrible conviction from which a wife has no 
appe^, 

Ah! there is no law to protect woman from negative 
abuse! — no mention made in the statute book (which men. 
jrame for themselves), of the constant dropping of diuly dis- 
comforts which wear the loving heart away — no allusion to 
looks or words that are like poisoned arrows to the sinking 
spirit. No ! if she can show no mark of brutal fingers oa hei' 
delicate flesh, he has fulfilled his legal promise to tlie letter — 
to love, honor and cherish her. Out on sitch a moelcery of 
justice! 

" Well, sir ; Nelly fluttered back to Glenbum, with the bro- 
ken wing of hope, to die ! So wasted ! so lovely ! The lips 
that blessed Iter, could not choose but curse him. She leaned 
on ft broken reed," said her old gray-haired fiither, as he 
dosed her blue eyes forever. " ' May God forgive him, for I 
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never can,' said an old Jover, wliose heart was buried in her 

"' Nelly Mat, B^cii 18.' 

"TouTI read it in the village diurchyard, Sir, Eghteea! 
Brief yeare, Sir, to drain all of happiness Life's cup could 
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"STUDY MEK,NOT BOOKS." 

On, but iKioka are such safe company ! They keep your 
secrets well ; Hiey never toast that they made your eyes glis- 
tCD, or yoiir dieek fiush, or your heart throb. You may talte 
up your fevorite author, and love hmi at a distance just as 
warmly as you like, for all the sweet ^cies and glowing 
thoughts that have -wmged your lonely hours so fieetly and so 
sweetly. Then you may dose the book, and lean your olieek 
against the cover, as if it were the face of a deaf friend ; shut 
your eyes and soliloquise to your heart's content, without fear 
of niisconsfruction, even though you should exclaim in the fuU- 
uess of your enthusiasm, " What aa adorable sottl iliai man, 
has ! " You may put Ike volume under your pillow, and let 
your eye and the first ray of morning light &E on it togetlier, 
and no Argus eyes shall rob you of that delieious pleasure, uo 
carping old maid, or strait-laced Pharisee shall cry out, " it 
is n't proper ! " You may have a thousand petty, provoking, 
irritating annoyances through the day, and you shall comehaclt 
j^aia to your dear old book, and foi^t them all in dream 
land. It shall be a fiiend that shall be always at hand ; that 
^lall never try you by caprice, or pain you by foi^etfiilness, or 
wound you by distrust 
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Study meM.'" 
Well, try it ! I don't believe there 's any neutral territory 
whei-e that interesting study can be pursued as it should be. 
Before you get to the end of the first chapter, they 11 be ma- 
king love to you from the mere force of habit — and because 
sillcs, and calicoea, and delaines, natui-ally surest it. It 's just 
as natural to them as it is to sneeze when a ray of sunshine 
flashes suddenly in their feces. " Study men ! " That 'a a 
game, my dear, that two eoa play at. Do you suppose they 
are going to sit quietly down and let you dissect their hearts, 
withoiit returning the compliment % No, indeed ! that 's where 
they differ slightly from "boohs!" — they aliDaya expect an 



Men are a curious sludy ! Sometimes it pays to read to 
"tho end of the volume," and tlien again-, it don't — mostly 
the latter ! 
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"MURBEE OP THE INNOCENTS;" 

OK, HOME THE PLACE FOR MARILIED FOLKS 

Happy Mm Emily ! Erecd from the thraldom of house 
keeping, and duly installed mistress of a fine suite of rooms at 

■ Hotel. No more refractory servants to oversee, no more 

silver or porcelain to guard, no more cupboards, or closets, or 
canisters to explore ; no n:iore pickles or preserves to roake ; 
no more biUs of fere to invent, — and over aad above all, mis- 
tress of a bell-wire which was not " tabooed " on washing aad 
ironing days. 

Time to lounge on the sofe, and devour "yellow-covored lit- 
erature ; " time to embroider caps, and collars, and chemisettes ; 
time to contemplate the pretty fiice where housekeeping miffhl 
have planted " crows feet," had she not fortunately foreseen the 
symptoms, and turned her back on dull Care Mid all his croak- 
Happy Mrs, Emily ! No bird let loose from a cage was 
ever more joyous ; not even her own little children — for she 
had two of them, and pretty creatures, they were too, with 
their cherry lips, and dimpled limLs, and flawii rlnglet-i ; and 
"very weary they gi-ew, of their gloomy nursery, with its 
one window, commanding a view of a dingy shed and a tall 
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Epcctral-looldiig distllliouse chimney, emitting douds of smoke 
and suffocating vapor. Nannie, tlie nurse, did n't fenoy it, either, 
so she spent her time in the lobbies and entries, chsJlenging 
eomplimeiita from -white-jacketecl waiters, while tiie childi-ai 
peeped curiously into the half-open doors, taking drafts of cold 
aar on thdr bai-e Eedta and shoulders. Sometimes they bal- 
anced themselves alarmingly on the spiral balliistrade, gazing 
down into the dizzy Babel below, inhaling clouds of cigar smoke, 
and listening, with roand-eyed wonder, to strMge conversations, 
which memory's c«d should chew, for riper years to digest, 

"No children allowed at the la&k d'hSie " — so the "hotel 
i-egulations " pompously set forth — the laidlord's tablecloths, 
gentlemen's bivaadcloth, and ladies' silk dresses being sworn foes 
to mile Paul Pry fingffrs. Poor little esilea ! they took their 
sorrowful meals in the servants' hall, witii their respective nur- 
ses, the bill of fere consisting of a rehash of yesterday's IVench 
dishes, (spiced for the digestion of an ostrich.) This was fol- 
lowed by a dessert of stale pastry and ancient raisins, each 
nurse at the outset propitiaiJng her inlaat ehai^ with a huge 
bunch, that she might regale herself with the substantiale 1 — 
mamma, meanwhile, blissfully ignoring the whole a&ir, absorb- 
ed iix the sublime occupation of making German worsted dogs. 

Papa, too, had his male millennium. No more marketing 
to do ; no more coal, or wood, or kindling to buy ; no cistern, 
or pump, or gaspipe to keep m rep^. Such a luxury as it 
was to have a fi'ee pass to the " smoking room," (alias barroom,) 
where the atmosphere was so dense that he could n't tell the 
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latitude of his uose, and surrounded by " hale fellows well met.'' 
His eldest boy accompanied him, listening, on his knee, to 
questionable jokes, whiGh he repeated at bed-time to pert Nan- 
me, the nurse, who mideiBtood tlieir significance mueli better 
than his innocent little lordship. 

Papa, to he sure, had some drawbada, but they were yebt 
trifling; — for instance, his shirts were quite buttonless, his 
dickeys stringless, and hisstocldngs had ventilator toes; — but 
then, how could mamma be seen patchmg and mending in such 
ffli aristocratic atmosphere? — she might Icse caste; and as to 
Nannie, her hands were full, what with babies and billef-doiK. 

You should have seen Mrs. Emily in the evening ; wilh 
apai-kling eyes and bracelets, flounced robe and daintily-shod 
feet, twisting her Chinese fan, listening to moustached idlers, 
and recollecling, wifli a shudder, the long Caudle evenmgs. 
formerly divided between ]ier husband, Ms newspapei', aid her 



Then the petite soupers at ten o'clodt in the evening, where 
the ladies were endianting, the gentlemen quite entirely ierer- 
sistible ; where wit and champagne corks flew with eqital celer- 
ity ; and headaches, and dyspejsaa, and nightmare, lay pe^-dn 
amid fried oysfcra, venisoa steaks, diicken salad, and India- 
rubber, anti-temperance jellies, 

Tien followed the midnight reiinion in tlie drawing-room, 
where promiscuous polltaJng and waltzing, (seen through cham- 
pagne ftimes,) seemed not only proper, but delightfiil. 
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It was midnight. There was hurrjing to and fro in tlie 
entry halls aad lobbies; a quick, sharp cry for medical help ; 
the sobs and teara of jhl agonized moflier, and tie low moan 
of a dying child ; for nature had rebelled at last, at impure air, 
unwholesome food, and alternate heats and dulls. 

"No hope," the doctor said; "no hope," papa mechanically 
repeated ; " no Iiope ! " echoed inexorable Death, as hs laid 
his i<y finger on the quivering little lips. 

It was a dearly bought leson. The Lady Emily nevei" for 
got it. Over her remaning bud of promise sbetearfully bends, 
finiiQtig her quiet happiness in the healthful, sacred and safe 
retreat of the Iwme fireside. 
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AMERICAN LADIES. 



Well, you aught to pity us, for we have no such escape- 
valves for our awkwardness as you have^ — no dielieys to pull 
up — no vesis to pull down — no Ijrcast podtets, ade pockets, 
flap pockets to explore — no cigars between our teeth — no 
mritdi canes in our hands — no beavers to trafch,wLen vre 
meet an acquaintsnce. Don't you yourselves oblige us to reef 
in our ligging, and hold it down tight with our little paws over 
oni' belte, under penalty of bdvig draped half a mile by one 
of your buttons, when you l«ar past ua lilte so many comets. 

la it any joke to uis to stand vis-a^eis, with a strange man, 
before a crowd of grinning spectators, while you are disentan- 
gling the " Gordian knot," instead of whipping out your pen- 
knife and sacrifieing your offending button, as yon ought to do ? 

Is it any joke to see papa scowl, when we ask him for the 
"needful," to restore the lace or fringe you tore off our shawl 
or mantilla? 

Do you suppose we can stop to walk gracefully, when our 
minds have to be in a prepared stat« to have our pretty little 
toes crushed, or our bonnets knocked o% or our sltirts torn 
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from our belts, or ourselves and our gftitor boots jostled into a 
mud-puddle ? 

Do you evm' " keep to the rights as the law directs ? " Don'6 
you always go with your heads Hndside before, and thai fetch 
up against us as if we were made of cast-iron 'i Don't you put 
your great lazy hands in your pockets, and tramp along with a 
cane half a mile long sticking out from under your armpits, to 
the imminent danger of our optics? " Tossed turkeys^ in- 
deed ! No wonder, when we are run a-fowl of eyery other 
minute. 

15b 
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THE STKAY SHEEP. 

" He's gomg tlio wrong way — straying from the truo fold; 
going off the tracl:," said old Deacon Green, shaldiig his head 
oroinouslj', as he saw young Neff enter a church to hear an 
infidel preacher. "QiQ't understaad it; he was tanght his 
catechism and ten commandments aa soon as he could speak ; 
he knows liie light way as well as our parson ; I can't un 



Harry Neff had never seen a day pass since his earliest 
childhood, that was not ushered in and dosed with a iamily 
prayer. He had not partaken of a repast upon which the di- 
vine blea^ng was not invoked ; the whole atmosphere of the 
old liom.estead was decidedly orthodox. Novels, plays and 
Byronic poetry were all vetoed. Operas, theatres and the like 
most decidedly frowned upon ; and no lighter literature was 
allowed upon the tahle, than misaonary rc^rts and theolo^- 
cal treatises. 

Most of his father's guests being dei^ymen, HaiTy was 
early made acquainted with every crook and turn of orthodoxy. 
He had laid up many a derical conversation, and pondered it 
in his heart, when they ini^ined his thoughts on anything but 
the subject in debate. At his Other's request, they had each 
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and all takiai liim by tlie button, for the purpose of long, pri- 
vate conversations — the old gentleman generally pre&dng his 
retjuest by the remark that " his heart waa as hard as a flint," 

Harry listened to thena all witii respeetfid attention, rnani- 
f^ting no sign of impatience, no nervous shrinking &-om the 
probing process, and they left him, impressed with a sense of 
his mental superiority, but totally unable to affect his feelings 
in tho remotest degree. 

Such a pity ! they all said, Uiat he should be so impenetrit 
ble ; such wonderful ai^umaitative powers as he had ; suoh 
felicity of expression ; such an engc^ig exterior. Sucii a pity ! 
tliat on all these brilliant natund gifts should not have been 
written, " Holiness to the Lord." 

Yes, dear reader, it was a pity. Pity, when our pulpits are 
so often filled with those, whose only recommendation for their 
office is a good heait and a blacli coat. It was a, pity that 
gracefidgeatLCuKtion, that rare feKdfj of expression, that keen 
perception ot the beautiful, that ready tact and adaptation to 
droumstances and individuals, should not have been effective 
weapons ui tiie yospd wrmory. Pity, that voice of music 
should not have been employed, to diain the worldling's fiis- 
tidioiis ear to listen to Calvary's story. 

Yet it was a pity that glorious intellect had been laid at an 
unholy shrine; pity "he had sti'ayed from the true fold." 
How was it? 

Ah ! the solution is simple. " Line upon line, precept upon 
precept," is well — but praoiice is hetter ! Helicon must not 
he ail Upserviee ; the "fi'uits of love, meekness, gentlen^s, fi)i- 
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heai-aijcc, long-sulTering " must follow. Harry was a keen o^ 
server. He had often heard the harsh and angry word from 
lips upon which the SaTiour'a name had just lingered. He had 
felt the unjust, quick, passionate blow from the hand which a 
moment tefore had been raised in supplication to Heaven. He 
had seen the purse-strings relax at the tiddicg of worldliness, 
and tighten at the call of diaiity. He had seen principle sacri- 
ficed to policy, imd duty to intei-est. He had himself been misap- 
preciated. Tlie slirinltiag sensitiveness which drew a vail over 
his most sacred feelings, had been harshly construed into hard- 
heartedness and indifference. Every duty to which his atten- 
tion was called, was prefeced with the supposition that he was 
averse to its performance. He was cut off irom the gay 
pleasures which buoyaait spirits aod fi-esh young life so elo- 
quently plead for ; and in thdr stead no innocent enjoy- 
ment was substituted. He saw Heavea's gate shut most 
unceremoniously, upon all who did not subscribe to the pa 
rental creed, outi-aging both his own good sense and the teach- 
ings of the Bible ; and so religion, (which should have been 
rendered so lovely,) put on to him an ascetic form. Oh, wliat 
marvel that the flowers in the broad I'oad were so pasang feir 
to see ? that the forbidden fruit of the " tree of knowledge " 
was so tempting to the youtMil touch ? 

Oh, Qmstian parent ! be consistent, be judidous, be cheerful. 
If, as historians inform us, " no smile ever played " on the lips 
of Jesus of Nazareth, surely no frown marred the beauty of 
that holy hrmo. 

Dear reader, ti-iie religion is not gloomy, " Her ways are 
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THE STRAY SHEEP. 239 

ways of pleasantness, her paths are peace." No man, no wo- 
man, has chart oi' compass, or guiding star, without it. 

Eeliglon is not a. fable. Else why, when our Jiouseholdgoda 
are shivered, do our tearfid eyes seek only Heaven % 

Why, when disease lays its iron grasp on bounding life, does 
the startled soul so earnestly, so tearfiilly, so imploringly, call 
on its forgotten Saviour ? 

Ah ! the house " built upon the sand " may do for sunny 
weather ; but when the hillows roll, and tempests hlow, and 
lightmngs flash, and thimdera roar, v)e need the " Roeh of 



,> Google 



THiC FASHIONABLE PREACHER. 

Do you call this a ohurdi? Well, I heard a prima-donna 
here a few nights ago ; aad bright eyes sparkled, ^d waving 
ringlets kept time to moving fens ; and opera glasses and ogling, 
and feshioii and folly reigned for the nonce tiiumphmit / 
can't forget it ; I C£Ui't get up any devotion here, imder these 
latticed baleoni^ with their fashionable freight. If it were a 
good old country church, with a cracked bell and unhewn raf- 
ters, a pine pulpit, with the honest sun staring in through the 
windows, a pitch-pipe in the gallery, and a few hob-naJled rus- 
tics scattered round in the uncushioaed seats, I should feel all 
right ; but my soul is in fetters here ; it won't soar — ils wings 
are eai-tii-clipped. Things are all too fine ! Nobody eaa come 
in at that door, whose hat and coat and bonnet are not fiishion- 
ably cut The poor man (mmus a Sunday suit) might lean on 
his sta£^ in the porch, a long while, befoie he'd dare venture 
in, to pick up his crumb of the Breail of Life. But, thank 
God, the unspoken prayer of penitence may wwg its way to 
the Etei-nal Throne, though our moclJng church spires point 
only with aristoci-atio Jingers to Uie rich mara's heaven. 

— That hynm was beautiiUly read; tJiere's poetry in the 
's EouL Now he takes his seat hj the reading-desk ; 
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now lie crosses the platform, and offers his hyma-boolt to a 
female who has jiist entered. What right has Ae to know there 
ia a woman in the house ? "Ks n't clerioa! ! Let the bonnets 
find their own hjmna. 

Well, I take a listening attitude, mid try to believe I am in 
churcb. I hear a great many ori^aal, a gi-eat many startling 
things said. I see the gauntlet thrown at the dear old ortho- 
dox sentiments which 1 nureed in with my mother's milk, and 
which (please God) I '11 cUng to till I die. I see the polished 
blade of satire glittering in the air, followed by curious, eager, 
youthful ejes, which gladly see the searching "Sword of the 
Spirit " pamed. Meaning glances, smothered smiles and ap- 
proving nods follow the witty clerical sally. Tho orator pauses 
to mark the effect, and his iace says, That stroke tells ! and so 
it did, for " the Athenians " are not all dead, who " love to see 
and hear some new thing." But he has another arrow in his 
quiver. Now his features soften — his voice ia low and thril- 
ling, his imagery beautiful and touching. He speaks of hiunan 
love ; he touches sldlliiQy a diord to which every heart vibrates ; 
and stem manhood k struggling with his tears, ore his smiles 
are chased away. 

Oh, there 's intellect there — there 's poetry there — there 's 
genius there ; but I remember Gethscmane — I forget not Cal- 
vary ! I know tlie " rooks were rfait," and the " heavens dark- 
ened," and " tfce stone rolled away ;" and a cold chill strikes to 
my heart when I hear " Jesus of Nazareth " lightly mentioned. 

Oh, what aro intellect, and poetry, and g^us, when with 
Jewish voice ihey cry, " Away with Him ! " 
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With " Mary," let me " Lathe his feet with my feara, and 
wipe ttem with the hairs of my head." 

And so, I " went away sorrowful, " that this human preacher, 
with suoh great intellectual possessions, should yet " lack the 
one thing needful." 
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"CASH."* 

Doh't think I'm going to perpetrate a monetaiy article. 
No fancy Uiat way ! I ignore anytliing approaching to a sioci; ! 
I refer now to that omnipresent omniscient, ubiquitous, express- 
train little victim, so baptized in tlie dry-goods stores, wlio 
hears nothing but the everlasting word cash dinned in his juve- 
Hile ears from matin to vespers ; whose dangerous duty it is 
to ruah through a crowd of expectant and impatient femininea, 
without Buflering Lis jadcet-buttons to become too intimately 
acquainted with tlie fringes of their shawls, or tJie laces of their 
mantillas ! and to dodge so dexterously as not to Imoolc down, 
crush tmder foot, or othei-wise damage tlie string of juveniles 
that said women are bound to place w obstmctions in said 
" Cash's " way ! 

See him double, and turn, and twist, Hlte a rabbit in a wood, 
while that word of command f5ies from one clerk's lip to an- 
other. Poor, demented little Cash ! Where is yom- anxious 
maternal^ Who finds you in patience and shoe leather? 
Does your pillow ever suggest anything to your weary brain 
but pillarloss quarters, and crossed ^xpeuees, and faded bank 
bills ? When do you find time, you poor little victim, to 
comb your hair, digest your victuals, and say your c 

* Tho tny omployea In atems W fctch mfl encty ahi 
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234 "CAST! ." 

Do you ever look back with a sigli to the days of peppermints, 
peaauts and pinafores'? Or forward, in die dim distance, to a 
vision of a long-tailed coat, a high-sfending dickey, and no more 
"Cas7i" save in yonr pantaloons' podiet? Don't you ever 
catch yourself wislung lliat a ceitain rih of Adam's had ncTer 
been subtracted Irom his paradisiacal ade 1 

Poor, misei-able little Cash ! you have my everlasting sym- 
pathy I I should go shopping twenty times, where I now go 
once, did 'nt it harrow up my feelings to see you driven on so, 
like a locomotive ! " Here 's hoping " you may soon be made 
senable of more than one meaning to the word changh ! 



.■..Google 



ONLY A CHILD. 



Oraiyachild! Oil! had. you oyer been a mother — had 
you nightly pillowed that little golden head — had you slept 
fie sweater for that little velvet hand upon your breast — had 
you waited for the fii^ intelligent glance fi'om those blue eyes 
— had you watehed its cradle slumbere, tradng the features of 
hira who stole your girlish heart away — had you wept a widow's 
tears over its uneonsdous head — had your desolate, timid 
heart gained courage from that little piping voice, to wi'estle 
with the jostling crowd for daily bread — had its loving smiles 
and prattling words been sweet recompense for such sad expo- 
sure — had the lonely future been brightened by the hope of 
that young arm to lean upon, that bright eye for your guiding 
star — had you never framed a plan, or known a hope or fear, 
of wliioh that child was not a part ; — if ttere was naught else 
on KU'th left for you to love — if disease came, and its eye 
grew dim ; Mid food, and rest, and sleep were foigotten in yonr 
anxious fears — if you paced the flooi', hour by hour, with that 
fragile burden, when your very touch seemed to give comfort 
and healing to that little quivering frame — had the star of 
liope set at last — hnd yon hung over its dying pillow, when 
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the strong breast you sliould have wept on wss in the gi'ave, 
where your child was hastening — had you caught alone 1(3 
last faint oiy for the "Ae^"yoii could iiot^ye—liad its 
last fluttering a'gh teen hreathed out on your breast — Oh ! 
could you have said — " 'Tis o»i^!/ a child ? " 
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ME. PIPKIN'S IDEAS OF FAMILY RE- 
TRENCHMENT. 

Mas. Pipkin, I am under the disagreeable necessity of in- 
forming yon, that our femily expenses are getting to be enor- 
mous. I see that carpet woman chained yon a dollar for one 
day's work. Why, that is positively a man's wages ; — such 
presumption is intolerable. Pity you did not make it your- 
self, Mrs, Pipkin; -wives ought to lift their end of the yoke ; 
that 's my creed. 

Zdtlle Tom TipMn.' — Papa, may I have this bit of paper 
on the floor? it is your tailor's bill — says, "$400 for your 
last year's clothes," 

Mr. Pipkin. — Tom, go to bed, and learn never to inter- 
rupt your fiither when he is talking. Yes, as I was saying, 
Mrs. Pipkin, wives shonld hold up their end of the yoke; and 
it is high time there was a littJe retrenchment here ; superflui- 
ties must be dispensed with. 

Bridget. — Ple^e, sir, there are liree baskets of champagne 
just come for you, and four boxes of dgars. 

Mr. PipHn. — Wfll you please lock that door, Mrs. Pip- 
kin, till I can get a chance to say what I have to say to you 
on this subject. I was thinking to-day, that you might dis- 
pense with your nursery maid, and take care of baby yoursalf. 
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rie don't cry imich, except nights ; and ance I 've slept alone 
uj) stMrs, I don't hear the httlo tempest at all. It is really quite 
a relief — that child's Yoiee is a perfect ear-splitter, 

I think I shall get you, too, to take diaige of the jnarketiag 
and providing, (on a stipulated allowance from me, of course,) 

it M'iU give me so much more tdm.o to attend to business, 

Mrs. Pipkin. I shall take my own dinners down town at the 

House. I hear Stevens is an excellent " caterer ; " 

(though fliat 's nothing to me, of course, as my only object in 
going is to meet business acquaiaKmces from different parts of 
the Union, to drive a bargain, &e,, &o.) 

"Well — it wUl cost you and the children little or nothing 
for your dinners. There 's nothing so disgustmg to a man of 
refinement, like myself, as to see a woman, &nd of eating; and 
as to children, any fix>l Icnows they ought not to be allowed to 
stuff their skins, like Utile anacondas. Yes, our ftmily expen- 
ses are' enormous. My partner aghed like a pair of bellows 
at that last hahy you had, Mi-s. Pipkin ; oh, it 'a quite ruinous — 
but I can't stop to tallt: now, I'm going to try a splendid 
horse which is offered me at a haigain — (too frisky for you 
to ride, my dear, but just the thing for me.) 

You had hettei- dismiss your nursery girl this afternoon ; 
that will begin to look like retrenchment. Good-bye ; if I 
anr not home till late, don't Mt up for me, as I have ordei-ed 

a supper at House for my old friend, Tom Hillar, of 

New Orleans. Well drink this toast, my dear: "Here's 
hoping the last little Pipkin may never bare his nose put out 
of joint." 
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A CHAPTER FOR NICE OLD FARMERS. 

Cah anybody tell wliy couatry people so miiversally aad 
pertinaciously persist ill living in the rear of the house ? Can 
anybody tell why tiie fi-ont door and windowsare never opened, 
save on FourflL of July and at Thanksgiving time? Why Zede- 
kiah, attd Timothy, and Jonathan, and the old ilamier himself, 
must go rovmd the house in order to get into it ? WTiy tlie 
whole femUy (oblivious of six empty rooms,) take their " va- 
por bath," and their meals, simultaneously, in the vicinity of a 
red hot cooking range, in the dog-days? Why the village 
artist need paint the rool^ and spout, and window ii-ames bright 
crimson, and the doors the color of a mermmd'a tresses? 
Why tiie detestable sunflower (which I CMi nevei' forgive " Tom 
Moore " for noticing) must always flaunt in the garden ? Wliy 
Ijie ungra,ceftil prim poplar, fit emblem of a stiff old bachelor, 
is prefeiTed to tie swaying elm, or drooping wEow, or ma- 
jesljc horse-chestnut. 

I should like to pull down the green paper window-ciirtaiiis, 
and hang up some of snowy muslin. I should like to throw 
wide open tlie lial] door, and let the soutJi wind play ihi-ough, 
I should like to go out into the woods, and collect fresh, sweet 
W)Id-flowei"s to fflrange in a vase, in place of those defunct dried 
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240 FOR NJOB OLD TARi ,«d- 

grasses, aad old-maicl " everlastings," 1 should like to show 
Zedekiah how to nail together some bits of board, for an em- 
bryo lounge ; I should like to stuff it with cotton, and cover it 
with a R'sat " patch," I should like to eusMon the chairs after 
liie same fashion. Then I should like, when the wliite-haired 
old farmei- caine panting up fie road at twelve o'clock, with 
his scythe hanging over his arm, to usher Hm into that cool, 
comfortable room, set his howl of bread and milk before him, 
and aiter he had discussed it, coax him (instead of tilting bade 
on the hind legs of a hard chiur,) to take a ten-minutes nap on 
my " model " sola, while I kept my eye on the clouds, to see 
that no thunder siiower played the mischief with his Lay, 

I should like fo place a few common-sense, practical hooks 
on the table, with some of our fine daily and weekly papers. 
Tou may smile ; but these inducements, and the comfortable 
Mid pleasant air of the apartment, would bring the femily oflen- 
er together after the day's toil, and by degrees fiiey would lift 
the covers of the books, and turn over the newspapers. Constant 
interchange of thought, feeling aad opinion, with discussions 
of the important and engrossbg questions of the day, would 
of course necessarily follow. 

The village tavern-keeper would probably frown upon it ; 
but I will venture to predict for the inmates of the ferm-house 
agrowing love for "home," and an added Mr of inteHigenee 
and refinement, of which they themselves might possibly he 
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MADAME IIOUILLON'S "EIODENING 
SALOON." 

" You need n't make that dress ' deep mourning,' Hetty ; the 
lady who ordered it said it was only her sister for whom slie 
waa to ' mourn.' A three-quarter's length vail will answer ; 
and I should introduce a few jet bugles round the bonnet trim- 
mings. Aad, by the way, Hetty, Mrs. La Fague's husband 
has been dead now nearly two months, so that new dress of 
hers will admit of a little alleviation in the style of trimming — 
a few knots of love-ribbon on the boddice will have a softening 
effect ; and you must hem a thin net vail for her bonnet ; — it 's 
almost time for her to be ' out of moummg,' 

— " And, Hetty, ran down to Stewart's, right away, and see 
if he has any more of those grief-bordered pocket-handkerchiefi. 
Mr. Grey's servant said tlie border must bo iuU an inciU deep, 
as his master wished it for his wife's funeral, and it is the 
eighth time within eight years that the poor afilicted man has 
suffered a similar calamity. Remember, Hetty, — an inch deep, 
with a tomb-stone and a weeping-wiUow embroidered on the 
comer, with this motto : ' Hope never dies ; ' — and, Hetty, be 
sure you ask him what is the latest style for ' Aa^^monming ' 
for grandmothers, mothers-in-law, country cousins, and poor 
!6b K 
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relations, S^pdckezvous, Hetty, for you have six 'weepers' 
(weeds) to take off the six Mr. Smiths' hate. Yes, I know 
you ' only put ttem on last weelc ; ' but they are going to Phil- 
adelphia, where nobody Imows ihem, and, of course, it is n't 
necessary to ' mourn ' for their mother there. 

— "What are you staring at, child? You are as primitive 
aa your fore-mother Eve. This ' mourning ' is probably an 
invention of Satan fo divert people's minds from solemn sub- 
jects, but that 's nothing to me, you know; so long as it fills 
my poeket, I'm in league with his Majesty." 
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FASHION IN PUNEIIALS. 

"Ithasbeeometwiftis/tfojinMBin How-Tork for luUes to attend funerato lo tbe 
graiB. J^MK Sit taoOier Tiuiy not aecoBipan/y Ihe Utile !^fl!l6a$ Jiyrm of 7iec bdoaed 
cAUd be^cmd tke tirt^uM )i>«Ssu( vlokltmg Hie dread laies of FosMeii," 

Are there sucli mothei-s ? Lives there one who, at fash- 
ion's bidding, stands back, nor presses her lips to the little 
marble form that once lay warm and quivering beneath her 
heart-strings? — who with undimmed eye recalls the trusting 
dasp of that tiny h^d, the loving glance of that vailed eye, the 
music of that merry laugh — its low, pained moan, or its last 
fluttering heari-quiver ? — who would not (ratiier than strange 
hands should touch the babe,) herself vdb^ its dsunty limbs for 
burial? — who shrinks nof^ starts not, wheii the careless, 
business hand would remove the little darling from its cradle- 
bed, where loving eyes so oft have watched its rosy slumbers, 
to its 1^ cold, dreamless pillow 1 — who lingers not, lehen all 
liave gone, and vainly strives, with straining eye, to pierce below 
that little fresh laid mound % — who, when a merry group go 
dandng by, stops not, with sudden thrill, to touch some sunny 
head, or gaae into some soft blue eye, that has oped afresh the 
fount of her tears, and sent to the ti'oubled lips the murmuring 
hesrtplMnt, " Would to God I had died for thee, my child — 
my child ? " ^ who, when the \vintry blast comes eddying by, 
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244 FASHION IN I-UNBRALB. 

sleeps not, because slie cannot fold to her wann breast tlie little 
lonely sleeper in the cold churchyai-d 1 And oh ! is there one, 
who, with sudi " treasure laid up in Heaven," clings not the 
less to earth, strives not the more to keep her spirit imdefiled, 
fears not the less the dim, dari valley, cheered by a cherub 
voice, inaudible save fo the dying mother? Oh, stony-eyed, 
stony-hearted, relentless Fashion ! turn for us day into night, 
if thou wilt ; deform our women ; half clothe, with flimsy feb- 
rie, our vicUm children ; wring the last penny from the sigh- 
ing, overtasked, tmling husband ; banish to the backwoods ihy 
country cousin, Comfort ; reign supreme in the banquet hall ; 
revel undisputed at the dance; — but when that grim guest, 
whom none invite — whom none dare deny — strides, with 
defiant iront^ across our threshold, stand baolt, thou heartless 
harlequin, and leave us alone with our dead ; so shall we list 
the lessons those voiceless lips should teach us — 
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HOUSEHOLD TYllANTS. 

'olgnur who droi 

On i Mr. Thackeray ! I ought to have known from experi- 
ence, that beauty and bi'ains never travel in company — but I 
feas disenchanted when I first saw your nose, and I did say that 
you were too stout to look intellectuaL But I forgive you in 
consideration of the above paragraph, which, for ti'uth and can- 
dor, oiight to be appended to the four Gospels. 

I 'm. on the marrow bones of my aoul to yow, Mr. Thadteray, 
I honor you for " turning State's evidence " against jow own 
culprit-ses. If there's any little iavor I can do for you, audi 
as getting you naturalized, (for you are a sight too cute and 
clever for an Englishman,) 1 11 fly round and get the docu- 
ments made out for you to-morrow. 

1 tell you, Mr, Thadteray, the laws over here allow hus- 
bands to break (heir wives' hearts aa much as lliey like, so long 
as (hey don't break their heads. So the only way we can 
get along, is to allow them to scratch, our faces, and th.cn run 
to file poKoe cotu^;, and shew " his Honor " that Mr. Caudle 
can " make his marh" 

Why — if we wei-e not cunning, we should get circum- 
vented all the time by liiese domestic Napoleons, Yes, in- 
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deed; we sleep with one eye open, and " get up early in the 
morning," and keep our arms a-kimlx). 

— By-the-way, Mr. Thackeray, what do you think of us, as 
apeoph? — taking us "by and large," as our honest fennera 
Bay, P-v-e-t-t-y tall nation for a growing one ; don't you think 
so? Sraart m.en — smarter women — good broad streets — 
no smoking or spitting allowed in 'em — houses all built with 
an eye to architectural beauty — newspapers don't tell how 
many buttons you wear on your wwsteoat — Jonathan never 
stares at you, as if yon were an imported hyena, or stirs yon 
up with the long pole of criticism, to see your size and hear 
your roar. Our politicians never whip each other on the floor 
of Congress, and grow blade in the fece because their chokt 
chokes them! No mushroom ai'islocracy over here — no 
"-coats of wms " or liveried servants : nothing of that slmm 
soi-t, in our " great and glorious country," as you have proba- 
bly noticed, If you are " round faltin' notes," I 'U jc^ your 
English elbow now and tlicn. Terns have eyes — and they are 
not green, either. 
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WOMEN AND MONEY. 

"A wifo Bliouldn't nsfc ijcr iiusband formonsyot mcal-Umcs."— fifeoSimffi). 

Br no manner of means ; nor at any other time ; becaiwe, 
it is to be hoped, he will be gentlemanly enough to spare her 
that humaiating necesaty. Let him hand her his porte-mon- 
naie every morning, with carteilanche to help herself. The 
consequence would be, she would lose all desire for tiie con- 
tents, and hand it bade, half the time witiiout abstracting a sin- 
gle sou. 

It 's astonishing men have no more diplomacy about such 
matters. / should like fo be a husband ! There are wives 
whom I verily believe might be trusted to make way with 
a ten dollar biO without risk to tho connubial donor! I'm 
not speaking of tliosa doll-baby libels upon womanliood, 
whose chief ambition is to be walking advertisements for 
the clressmaker ; but a rational, refined, sensible woman, 
who knows how to look like a lady upon small meaas; who 
would both love and respect a man less for requiring an ao- 
coimt of every copper ; but who, at the same time, would 
willingly wear a hat or garment that is " out of date," rather 
than involve a noble, generous-hearted husband in unnecessary 
expenditures. 
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I repeat it — "It isn't evsry man who has a call, to be a 
husband." Half the married men sliould have their " licenses " 
takeu away, and the same immlDer of judicious bachelors put 
in their places. I think the attention of the representatives 
should be called to this. They can't expect to come down to 
town and peep under all the ladles' bonnets the way they do, 
and have all tie newspapers free gratis, and two dollars a day 
beades, without " paying their way ! 

It's none oimy business, but I question whether their wives, 
whom they left, at home, stringing dried apples, know how 
spruce they look in tiieir new hats and coats, or how fecetioas 
they grow with their landlady's daughter ; or how many of 
them pass themselves off for bachelors, to verdant spinsters. 
Nothing truer than that little couplet of Shahspeare's — 
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THE SICK BACIIELOE. 

IIbbb I am, a doomed man — booked for a fever, in this 
gloomy room, up fom' fliglits of sfeiirs; nothing to look at but 
one table, two ch^ra, and a cobweb ; pulse radng like a loco- 
motive; head throbbing as ifit were hooped with ii-on; mouth 
as parched as Ishmael's in tiie desert ; not a bell-rope wilJiin 
reach ; sun pouring in through those uncurtained windows, hot 
enough to singe off my eye-lashes j all my confidential letters 
lying loose on the teble, and I could n't get up to them if you 
held one of Colt's revolvers to my head. All my masculine 
friends (!) are parading Broadway, I suppose ; peeping under 
the pretty girls' bonnets, or drinking " sboiTy cobblers." A 
sherry cobbler ! Bacchus ! what a luxury ! I behevo Satan 
su^ested the thought to me, 

Heighrho ! I suppose the Doctor (whom they have sent for) 
will come before long ; some great, pompous ^eulapiua, with 
an owl phiz, a gold-headed cane, an oracular voice, aiid: callous 
heart and hands ; who will first manipulate my wrist, aad then 
take the latitude and lon^tude of my tongue ; then, ho ^viH 
punch me m my ribs, and torment me mtii more questions 
than there are in the Assembly's Catechism ; then, he'll bother 
me for writing materials, (o scratch off a hieroglyphic humbug 
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prescriptioit, ordering five times as much medicine as I need ; 
then, I shall have to pay for it ; then, ten to one, the apothe- 
cary's boy will put up poison, by raistalte ! Cfeaar ! how my 
head spins round ; Hippodrome racing is nothing to iL 

ITist ! thei'e 's tlie Doctor, No ! it is that little unregener- 
ate cub, my landlady's pet hoy, with a bran new drum (as I 'm 
a sinner), upon which he is beating a orudfying tattoo. If 1 
only had a boob-jack to throw at him. No ! that won't do : 
hia mother would n't make my gi-ueL I Tl hrihe him with a 
sixpence, to keep tJie peaca The Jittle embryo Jew ! he says 
he wotCt do it ■under a quarter ! Twitted by a little pina- 
fore! I, Tom Haliday, six feet in my stockings! I shall 
go frantic. 

" Doctor is coming ! " Well, let him come. I 'm as savage 
as if I 'd just dined off a cold missionary. I '11 pretend to be 
asleep, and let old Pill-box experiment. 

How gently Le treads : how soft his hand is ; how cool and 
delicious his touch ! How tenderly he parts my hair over m.y 
throbbing temples ! His magnetic touch thrills every drop of 
blood ill my veins : it is marvellous how soothing it is. 1 feel 
as happy as a humming-bird in a lily cup, drowsy with honey- 
dew. Now he 's moved away. I hear him writing a prescrip- 
tion, I 'U just take a peep and see what he looks like. Cresar 
Aggiipina ! if it is n't a Female Phjsidan ! dainty as a Peri 
— and my beard three days old! What a bust! (Wonder 
how my hair loolcs X) What a foot and anlde ! What shoul- 
ders ; what a litfle round waist, Pever % I 've got twenty 
revel's, and the heart-complaint beades. What the mischief 
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sent tlmt IJttIo witch here 1 She -will either liill or cure me, 
pretty quick. 

Wonder if she has any more masculine patients 1 Wonder 
if they are haiidsomef Wonder if she lays that little dimpled 
hand on Iheir foreheads, as she did on mine ? Now she has 
done writing, I 'U shut my eyes and groan, and then, may be, 
she will pel me some more ; bless her little soul ! 

She says, " poor fellow ! " as she holds my wrist, " his pulse 
is too quicli." In the name of Cupid, what does she expect f 
She says, as she pats my forehead with her little plump fingers, 
" 'Sh — 'sh ! Keep cool." Lava and brimstone ! does she take 
me for an icebeig t 

Oh, Cupid ! of all your devices, this feminine doctoring for 
a bachelor, is the ne plus ultra of witctcraft. If I don't have 
a prolonged "run of fever" my name isn't Tom Haliday ! 

She 's gone ! and — 1 'm gone, too .' 
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A MOTHER'S INFLUENCE. 

" And so you sail to-morrow, Will "i I shall miss yoa," 
" Yes ; I "m bound to see liie world, 1 've lieeii beating my 
wings in desperation against the wires of my cage these three 
yesxs. I know every stick, and stone, and stump in this odious 
village by heart, as well as I do those stereotyped sermons of 
Paraon Grey's. They say he calls me ' a scapegrace ' — pity 
I should have the name ^vithout the game," said he, bitterly. 
" I have n't room here to run flie length of my diain. 1 '11 show 
him what I can do in a wider lidd of action." 
" But how did you bring your fiither over 1 " 
" Oh, he 's very glad to be rid of me ; quite disgusted be- 
cause I 've no fency for seeing com and oats grow. The ti'uth 
is, every father knows at once too ruuch and too little about Ms 
own son ; the old gentleman never understood me ; he soured 
my temper, which is originally none of the best, roused all the 
worst feelings in my nature, and is constantly driving me from 
instead of to the point he would have me reach." 
" And your mother ? " 

" Well, there you have rac ; that 's the only humanized por- 
tion of my heart — the only soft spot in it. She came to my 
bed-ade last night, after she thought I was asleep, gently kissed 
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my forehead, and then kaelt by my bed-side. Hany, I've 
been wandering round the fields aJl the morning, to try to get 
rid of that prayer. Old Parson Grey might preach at me tiU 
the miileimium, and he would n't move me any more than that 
stone. It makes all the difference in the world when you loioiv 
a person /ee& what they are praying about. I 'm wild and 
reckless and wicked, I suppose ; but I shall never be an infidel 
while I can remember my mollier. You should see the way 
she bears my fiitlier's impetuous temper ; that 's grace, not na- 
ture, Harry ; but don't let ns talk about it — I only wish my 
parting with lier was well over. Good-bye; God bless you, 
Harry ; you '11 hear fi;om me, if the fishes don't make a supper 
of me ; " and Will lefl; his iriend and entered the cottage. 

Will's mother was moving nervously and restlessly about, 
tying up all sorts of mysterious little parcels tliat only mofiers 
think of, "in case he should be sick," or in case he should be this, 
that, or the oHier, interrupted occasionally by exclamations like 
this from the old farmer: "Ii\idge — stufl" — great overgrown 
baby — making a fool of him — never be out of leading 
strings j " Mid then turning short about and facing Will as he 
entered, he siud, 

" Well, sir, look in your sea-chest, and you 11 find ginger- 
bread and pbysie, darning-needles and tracts, ' bitters ' and Bi- 
bles, peppermint and old Imea rags, and opodeldoc. Pshaw ! 
I was more of a man thai you are when I was nine years old. 
Your mother always made a fool of you, and that was entirely 
unnecessary, too, for you were always short of what is oaUed 
tofimon se7tse. You need n't teO the capt^n you went to sea 
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because you cUd n't know enough to be a landsman ; or that 
you never did any thing right in your life, except by accident. 
You are as like that n^er do well Jack Htdpine, as two peas. 
If there is anything in you, I hope the salt water will fetch it 
out. Come, your motlier has your supper ready, I see." 

Mrs. Low's hand trembled as she passed hei- boy's cup. It 
was his last meal under that ix)of for many a long day. She 
did not trust herself to speak — her heart was too full. She 
heard dl bis tathcr so injudiciously said to him, and she knew 
too well from former experience the effect it would have upon 
his impetuous, fiery spirit. She had only to oppose to it a 
mother's prayers, and tears, and all-enduring love. She never 
condemned in WUVa hearing, any of his father's philippics ; 
always excusing him with fe general remark that he did n't 
understand him. Alone, she mourned over it; and when with 
her husband, tried to place matters on a better fijoting for both 

Will noted lus mother's swollen eyelids ; he saw bis Javorite 
little tea-cakes that she had busied herself in preparing for him, 
and he ate and dranlt what she gave him, without tasting a 
morad be swallowed, listening for the hundredth time to Ms 
father's account of " what /te did when he was a young man." 

" Just half an hour. Will," said his father, " before you start ; 
ran up and see if yon have forgotten any of your duds." 

It was the little room he had always called his own. How 
many nights he had lain there listenmg to the rain pnttering on 
the low roof; how many mornings awakened by the chirp of 
tiie robin in the apple-tree under the wir.dow. There was the 
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little bed with its snowy oovenQg, and the thousand and one 
little comforts prepared by his mother's hand. He turned his 
head — she was at his side, her arms about hb neck. " God 
keep my boy ! " was all she could utter. He knelt at her feet 
as in the days of childhood, and from those wayward lijM came 
this tearful prayer, " Oh God, spare my mother, tliat I may 
look upon her face again in this world ! " 

Oh, in after days, when tliat voice had died out from under 
the parental roof, how sacred was fiat spot to her who gave 
him birth ! There was hops for Hie loy ! he had recognu 
zed his mother's God. By that invisible alken cord she still 
hold the wanderer, though broad seas roll between. 

Letters came to Moss Glen — at stated intervals, then more 
irregularly, picturing only the bright spots in his sailor life {for 
Will was proud, and they were to be scanned by Iiis fether's 
eye.) The usual temptations of a saiior's life when in port 
were not unlmown to him. Of every cup the syren Pleasure 
held to his lips, he drank to the dregs ; but there were mo- 
ments in his maddest revels, when that angel whisper, " God 
keep my boy," palsied his daring hand, and arrested the half 
uttered oath. Di^uslM with himself, he would turn aside for 
an instant, but only to drown again more recklessly " that still 
small torturing voice." 



" You 're a stranger in these parts," said a rongli farmer to a 
sun-burnt traveller. " Look as though you 'd been in foreign 
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" Do I ? " said Will, sloudiing his hat over liis eyes, " Who 
lives in that little cotf^e under the hill 1 " 

" Old Farmer Low — - aiid a tough customer he is, too ; it 'a 
a word and a blow with him. The old hidy has had a hard 
time of it, good as she is, to put up with all his kinks and 
quirks. She bore it very well till the lad went away ; and 
then she began to droop like a willow in a storm, and lose all 
heart, like. Doctor's stuff did n't do any good, as long as she 
got no news of the hoy. She 's to be buried this afternoon, ar." 

Poor Will staid to hear no more, but tottered in the direo- 
tion of the cottage. He asked no leave to enter, but passed 
over the threshold into the little " best parlor," and found him- 
self alone with the dead. It was too trne ! Dumb were flie lips 
that should have welcomed him ; and the arms that should have 
enfolded him were crossed peacefully over the heai't that beat 
trije to him till the last. 

Conscieuce did its ofRce, Long years of mad folly passed in 
swift review before him ; and over that insensible form a vow 
was made, and registered in Heaven. 



" Your mother should have lived to see this day. Will," said 
a gray-haired old man, as he leaned on the arm of the dergy- 
m£Ui, and passed into the village church. 

"Bless God, my dear fether, there is 'joy in Heaven over 
one ^nnev that repaiteth ; ' and of all the angel band, there is 
one seraph hand that sweeps more raplurousli/ its harp to-day 
for ' the lost that is found.' " 
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MR. PUNCH MISTAKEN. 



Mh. Punch, did you ever ses an enr^ed Americaa female *! 
She is the expressed essence of wild-cats. Perhaps you did n't 
know it, when you penned that incendiary paragraph ; or, per- 
haps you thought that in crossing the " big pond," salt water 
might Eeutralize it ; or, perhaps you flattered yourself we 
should not see it, over here ; tut here it is, in my clutches, in 
good strong English : I am not even " mislaken." 

Now, if you will bring me a live specimen of the genus 
homo, who was ever known. " to own. that he was in the wrong," 
I will draw in my horns and claws, and sneak ingloriously 
back into my AmericaJi shell But yoii can't do it, Mr, Fundi ! 
You never saw that curiosity, dther in John Bull's skin or 
Brother Jonathan's, Tis an animal which has never yet been 
discovered, much less captured. 

A man own he was in the wri5ng ! I guess so ! You might 
tear him in pieces with red-hot pincers, and he would keep on 
singing out " I did n't do it ; I did n't do it." No, Mr, Punch, 
a man never " owns up " when he is in the wrong ; 
if the matter in questicai be one which he considers of n 
17b 
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portaaee ; for instanco, the non-delivery of a letter, which may 
have been aitomhed in his pocket for ax weeks. 

No eir ; he just settles himself down tehind his dickey, folds 
Ms helligerent hands across his stubborn diaphragm, plants hia 
antagonistie feet down on terra-firma as if there were a stratum 
of loadstone beneath him, and thunders out^ 

"Comeono.comeiai; this rook =M1 fly 
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TERN MUSINGS. 

I BBVER was on an august school committee, but, if I wag, 
I 'd make a sme-gwcMio/i that no scliool-mann should be inaugu 
rated who had not been a married mother ; I do n't believe in 
old maids ; they all know veiy well that they have n't fulfilled 
their female destiny, and I would n't have them wrealting their 
bilious vengeance on 7ny urchins, (if I had any.) No womau 
gets the acid effeetually out of her temper, till she has taken 
matrimony "tie naturd way." 

No; I don't heheve in spinster educational teachmg any 
more than I do in putfmg dried up old badielors oa tiie school 
committee. What howels of mercies have either, I 'd like to 
know, for the poor little restless victims of narrow benches and 
short recesses "i The diildren are to " hold up their hands " (are 
they X) if they have a request to make ■) What good does that 
do, if the teacher won't talce any notice of the Fi-ee Mason 
sign? "They are not to enter complaints." So some poor 
timid little girl must be pindied black and blue by a Uttle Na- 
polecm in jacket and trowsers, til! she is forced to sliriek out 
with pain, when she is punished by being kept half an hour aC 
t«r school for " making a disturbance ! " They are " not to eat 
in school," are they ^ Perhaps they have made an indifferent 
breakfast ; (perhaps they are poor, and have had none at all, 
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and A, B, C, I), doesn't digest -well on an empty stomach;) 
but the spinater teacher con hew them recite with a tempting 
bundi of grapes in her han^ which die leisurely devoura be- 
fore their longing eyes. 

They " must not smile in school," musfc they ? Not when 
"Tom Hood" in a pinafore, cuts up some sly prank tliathrings 
" down the house ; " yes — and the ferule too, on everybody's 
haad but his own ; (for he has a way of drawing oa his " dea- 
con face," to order.) 

They may go out in recess, but they must spealc in a whis- 
per out dooi-s, as if they all had the bronchitis ! No matter if 
Queen Victoria should ride by, no little brimless hat mtist go 
up in the air till "the committee had set on it! " 

Oh fudge ! I should lilte to keep school myself. I '<3 make 
" rag babies " for the little girls, and " soldier caps " for the 
boys ; and I do n't tJiink I would make a rule that they should 
uot sneeze fill school was dismissed ; and when their little clieeka 
began to flush, and their little heads droop wearily on their 
plump shoulders, I 'd hop up and play, " hunt the slipper ; " or, 
if we were in the country, we 'd race over the meadow, and 
catdi butterflies, or frogs, or toads, or snakes, or anything on 
earth except a "school committee," 
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THE TIME TO CHOOSE. 

"Tlie bast time to oLoosoii-mife iaeirly in {he raoiDlnK- If a young kdyia eX nil 
Inoltoefl to sulka and Blatlerimess, it is Just befiM breaktiat As a general thiog. a 
womsn dont get on Lertempcr, till after 10 A. 1i.'— Young Mim'a Quids, 

Mbh never look slovenly iDcfore breakfast ; no, indeed. They 
never run round in their stocking feet, vestless, with dressing- 
gown inside out ; soiled handlterchief hanging out of the pocket 
hy one, comer. Minus dicky — minus neck-tie; pantaloon 
straps flying ; suspenders streaming from their waisthand ; chin 
shaved on one ade, and lathered on the other ; hair like porcu- 
pine quills ; feca all in a snarl of wrinkles because flie lire wont 
kindle, Mid because it snows, and because the office boy do n't 
come for the keys, and because the newspaper hasn't arrived, 
and because they lost a bet the night before, and because there's 
an omelet instead of a broiled chicken, for brealclast, and be- 
cause fhey are out of sorts and shaving soap, out of dgars and 
credit, and because they can't " get their temper on " till they 
get some money and a mint julep. 

Any time "before ten o'doclt," is the time to dioose a bus. 
band perhaps ! 
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SPRING IS COMING. 

Tint blades of grass are struggling between the city's pav^ 
ments. Fathers, and husbands, sighing, look at the temptinj^ 
shop windows, dolefully counting the cost of a " spring outfit" 
Mnfis, and boas, and tippets, are among the things that were ; 
and shawls, and " Talmas," and mimtles, and " Utile loves of 
bonnets^'' reign supreme, though maiden aunis, and sage mam- 
mas, still mutter — " East winds, east winds," and choose the 
sunnier ^dewalk. 

Housekeepers are making a horrible but necessary Babel, 
stripping up carpets, and disembowelling old closets, chests, and 
cupboards. Advertisements already appear in the newspapers, 
setting forth the superior advantages of this or that dog-day 
retreat, Mrs. Jones drives Mr. Jones distracted, at a regular 
hour every evening, hammering about " change of scene, and 
^r," and the " health of the de-ai- children ; " which, translated, 
means a quantity of new bonnets and dresses, and a trip to 
SaralJ^a, for herself and intimate friend, Miss Hob-Nob ; while 
Jones takes his meals at a restaurant — sleeps in the deserted 
house, sews on Ms missing buttons and dicltey strings, and spends 
his leisure time where Mrs. Jones don't visit 

Spring is coming ! 

Handsome carriages roll past, fraghted with lovely women, 
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(reddents of otlier cities, for an afternoon ride.) Dash on, ladies ! 
You will scarcely find the environs of Boston surpassed, 'wliei'e- 
ever you may drive. A thousand pleasant surprises await you ; 
lovely winding paths and pretty cottages, and more ambitious 
houses with groups of statuary hidden amid the foliage. But 
foi^et not to visit our sweet Mount Auhura. Hush (ho light 
laugh and merry jest as the gray-hiured porter tlirows wide the 
gate for your praudng horses to tread the hallowed ground. 
The dark old pines throw out their protecljng arms above you, 
and in their dense shade sleep eyes as bright, forma as lovely, 
as your own — while "the mourners go about the streets." 
Rifle not, with sacrilegious hand, the flowers which bloom at 
the headstone — tread lightly over the beloved dust! Each 
tenanted grave entombs bleeding, living hearts ; each has its 
history, which eternity alone shall reveal. 

Spring is coming / 

The city belie looks fresli as a new-blown rose ■ — tossing hef 
bright curls ia triumph, at her iaultless costume and beautiful 
face. Her lover's name is Legion — for she hath sJso golden 
charms ! Poor little butterfly ! bright, but ephemeral ! You 
were made for something better. Shake the dust from your 
earlitstajned wings and — soar! 

Spring ia coming ! 

From tJie noisome lanes and alleys of the teeming caty, 
ewarm little ehitdren, creepittg forth like insects to bask in God's 
sunshine— so _/ree to all. Squalid, forsaken, neglected; they 
are yet of those to whom the Sinless said, " Suffer little children 
to come unto me," The disputed crust, th savage curse, the 
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brutal blow, their only patrimony ! One's heart aches to call 
TH18 childhood! No "spring!" no summer, to them! Noi- 
some aghts, noisome sounds, noisome odors ! and tlie leprosy 
of sin fdlowing them like a curse ! One longs to fold to the 
warm heart those little forsaken ones ; to smooth those matted 
ringlets ; to throw between them and sin tho shield of virtue — 
to teach tieir little lisping lips to say " Our Father ! " 
Spring is coming ! 

Yes, its bine skies are over us — its soft breezes shall tan us — 
the fragrance of its myriad flowers be wafted to us. Its mossy 
carpet shall be spread for our careless feet — our languid limbs 
shall be laved at its cool fountains. Its luscious fruits shall send 
health through our leaping veins — while from mountmn top, 
and wooded hill, and flower-wreathed valley, shall float one glad 
atjthem of praise from tiniest feathered throats ! 

Dear reader ! From that human heart of thine shall no 
burst of grateful thanks arise to Him who giveth all? While 
nature adores ^ — shall man he dumb? God forbid! 
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STEAMBOAT SIGHTS AND KEFLEC- 
TIONS. 

I AM Jooking, from the steamer's deck, upon as fair a sunrise 
as ever poet sang or painter sketched, or the earth ever saw. 
Oh, this broad, blue, rushing river ! sentineled by these gi'and 
old hills, amid -which the dlvery mist wreaths playfully ; half 
shrouding the little eyrie homes, where love wings the uncount- 
ed hours ; while looming up in the hazy distance, is the Babel 
city, with glittering spires and burnished panea — one vast illu- 
mination. My greedy eye witii miserly eagerness devours it 
all, and hangs it up in Memory's cabinet, a fadeless picture; 
upon which dame Eortune (tie jUt) shall never have a mort- 
gage. 

Do you see yonder figure leaning over the railing of the 
boat, g^ing on all this outspread wealth of beauty! One 
longs to hear his lips give utterance to the burning thoughts 
which cause his eye to kindle and his face to glow. A wiry 
sister, (wtose name should be " Martha," so careful, so troubled 
looks her spinstcrship,) brealcsthe charmed spell by asking him, 
in a cracked treble, " if them porters on the pier can be safely 
trusted with her bandbox and umberil" My stranger eyes 
meet his, and we both laugh involuntarily — (pardon us, oh ye 
prim ones) — viithQut an introduction, ! 
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Close at my ellsow sits a rough countryman, ■with so much 
"fi-ee soil " adhering to hia brogans fhey might have heea used 
for beet-beds, and a beard rivaled only by NebuchadDezzar's 
when he experimented on a grass diet. He has only oiieword 
to express his overpowering emotions at the glowmg panorama 
before iis, and that is '^pooty" — ^houses, trees, eky, rafts, rail- 
road oars end river, all are "pooty ; " and when, in the fulness 
of a Bcul craving sympathy, he turned to his dmry-fed Eve to 
Midorse it, that matter-of tact feminine shower-bath-ed his en- 
thusiasm, by snarling out " pooty enough, I 'aposo, but where 's 
m,y hrsakfastV 

Ah ! hoi-c wc are at tJie pier, at last. And now they emerge 
our nighttravelers, from state-room and cabin into the fresh 
cool air of the iQoming. Venus and Apollo ! what a crew. 
Solemn as a hearse, surly as an liiglishman, blue as an indigo- 
bag ! There 's a poor shivermg babe, twitched from a warm 
bed by an ignorant young mother, to encounter the chili air of 
morning, with only a flimsy covering of lace and embroidery ; 
— there 's a languid souQiem belle, creeping out, & la tortoise, 
and turning up her litlJe aristocratic nose as if slie snified a pes- 
tilence ; — there 's an Irish bride (green as Erin) in a pearl-col- 
ored silk dress surmounted by a coarse blanket shawl ; — 
there's a locomotive hour-glass, (alias a dandy,) a blue-eyed, 
cravat-choked, pantaloon be-striped, vest-garnished, disgusting 
"institution!" (give him and his quizzing glass plenty of sea- 
room); — and there 's a cJei^yman, God bless his care-worn 
face, witii a valise fiill of salted-down sermons and the long- 
coveted " leave of absence;" — there's an editor, kicking a 
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newslioy for bringing "coals to Ncwcsistlo" in the sljape of 
"extras;" — aud there's a good-natured, simshiny "femily 
man," carrying the baby, and the carpet-bag, and the traveling 
shawl, lest his pretty little wife should get weary ; — and there 's 
a poor bonnetless emigrant, stunned by the Babel sounds, in- 
quiring, despaii-ingly, the name of some person wiiom nobody 
knows or cares for ; — and last, but not least, tiiere 's the wiry 
old maid "Martha," aslting " Ihitn porters on the pier," with 
tears in her faded green eyes, to be " keerfal of her baiidbos 
and umberjl," 

On they go. Oh, how much of joy — how much of sorrow, 
ill each heart's unwritten history. 
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A GOTHAM KEVEEIE. 

Babel, what a place ! — what a dust — what a racket — 
what a whiz-buzz ! What a tlu'ong of human beings. " Jew 
and Gentile, bond and free ; " every nation the sun over shone 
upon, here represented. What pampered luxury — what squalid 
misery, on the same pav^. What unwritten histories these 
myriad hearts might unfold. How mudi of joy, how much of 
sorrow, how much of crime. Now, queenly heauty sweeps 
past, ia sin's gay livery. Cursed he who first sent her forth, to 
walk the earth, with her woman's brow shame-branded. Fiur 
mother — pure wife — frown scorafully at her if you can; 
my heart adies for her. I see one who ones slept, sweet and 
feir, on a mofiier'a loving breast, I see one whose bitterest 
tear may never wash her stain away. I see one on whom 
mercy's gate is forever shut, by her own unrelenting, unfoi^v- 
ing sex, I see one who was young, beautifid, poor and friend, 
less. They who make long prayers, and wTap themselves up 
in self-righteousnesa, as with a garment^ turned a deaf ear, aa 
she plead for the bread of honest toil. Earth looked cold, and 
dark, and dreary ; feeble ieet stumbled wearily on life's rug- 
ged, thorny road. Oh, judge her not harshly, pure but frigid 
censor ; who shall say that with her desolation — her tempta- 
tion — your name too might not have been written " Magdalen." 
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SICKNESS COMES TO YOU IN THE 
CITY. 

How xinmercifuih tie hej.\} tart \\hHfcIs nttli uver the 
stony pavements ; how unoeaamg the tramj ot buay restless 
feet ; how loud and si riU the cries of mirth and tnflic You 
turn heavily to youi heited pillow, murmunnif Would God 
it were night! " The [ulse tf the great city la ^tilled at last; 
aad balmy sleep, so roveted, seems about to bless jou — when 
hark! a watchman's rattle is sprung beneath your window, 
evokbg a score of stentorian voices, followed by a danging belJ, 
and a rushing engiae, announdcg a conflt^ation. Again you 
turn to your sleepless pillow ; your quivering nerves and throb- 
bing temples sending to your pale lips this prayer, "Would to 
God it were morning ! " 

Death comes, and releases you. You are scarcely missed. 
Your next-door neighbor, who has lived within three feet of 
you for three years, may posably recollect having seen the 
doctor's chaise before your door, for some weelts past; then, 
that the front blinds were closed ; then, that a coffin was car- 
ried in ; Mid he remarks to his wife, as he takes up tlie evening 
paper, over a comfoitable dish of tea, that "he shouldn't won- 
der if neighbi^r Grey were dead," and tben tboy read your 
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name and age in the bUl of mortality, and wonder " what dis- 
ease you died of; " and then the servant removes the tea-tray, 
and they play a game of whist, aud never think of you agcun, 
till they see the auctioneer's flag floating before your door, 

T!ie hottse is sold ; and your neighbor sees your widow and 
'little ones pass out over the threshold in tears and sables (grim 
poverty keeping them silent company) ; but what of that ? 
Tlie world is fuU of widows and orphans ; one cMi't always be 
thin^g of a chamel-bouse ; and so he returns to his stocks and 
dividends, and countirg-room, aid ledger, in a philosophical 
state of serenity. 

Some time atier, he is walking with a friend ; and meets a 
lady in rusty mouraiEg, caiTying a huge bundle, from wbieh 
" slop workj" is seen protruding, (a little child accompanies her, 
with its feet out at tiie toe'?.) She has a look of hopeless mis- 
ery on her fine but sad features. She b a lady still {spite of 
her dilapidated wardrobe and her bundle.) Your neighbor's 
companion touches his arm, and says, " Good God ! is n't that 
Grey's widow %'" He glances at her carelessly, and answers, 
"Shouldn't wonder;" and invites Mm kome to dine on trout, 
cooked in daret, and hotiouse peaches, at half a dollar a-piece. 



aiGKHBSa OOMES TO TOU IH THE COHNTET, 

On the fragi'ant breeze, thi-ougb yoitf latticed window, come 
the Uvitter of the happy swallow, the cliirp of tiio robin, and 
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tie drowsy hum of t!ie bee. From your pillow you can watch 
the shadows come and go, over the dover meadow, as tbe douda 
go drifting by. Rustic neighboi-s lean on their spades at sunset 
at your door, and with sympatliising voices " hope you are bet- 
ter," The impatient hoof of the praudng horse is checlted by 
the hand of pity ; and the merry shout of the eimhurnt cliild 
(mitsiciJ inough it be,) dies on the cherry lip, at the uplifted 
finger of compassion, A shower of rose-leaves driite in over 
your pillow, on the soft sunset zejdiyr. Oh, earth is passing 
£iir; but Heaven isjairer! 

Ita portals unclose to you ' Kmd, neighborly hands wipe the 
death-damp fi-om your brow , speak \soids of comfort to your 
weeping wife, caress your uncon=a io«9 chddren. Your fiiding 
eye ^k^ it all in, but youi tongue is powerless to speak its 
thfflilts. They dose your dioopmg hda, they straighten your 
manly limbs, they lay youi weaij head on its grassy pillow, 
they bedew it with sympathetio tears , thay pray God, that 
night, ia thdr cottage homes, to send His kmd angel down, to 
whisper words of peace to the broken hearts you have left be- 

Tkey do sovielldng besides pray. Prom imknown lianJs, the 
widow's " cruse of oil," and " barrel of meal," are oft replea- 
ished. On your little orphans' heads, many a rough palm is 
laid, with tearful blessing. Many a dainty peach, or pear, or 
apple is tossed fliem, on their way to school. Many a ride they 
get " to mill," or " hay-fleld," or " village," while their mother 
shades her moistened eyes in the door-way, quite unable to 
speak. The old fermer sees it ; and knowing better how to b»- 
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stow a kindness than to bear sucli expressive thanks, cuts Dob 
bin in liie flanks, then starting tragically at the premeditated rear, 
asks her, with an hysterical laugh, " if she ever saw such an 
uneasy beast ! " 

Wide open fly theh" cottage doors and hearts, at " Christmas " 
and " Thanksgiving," for your stricken household. There may 
bo little dty etiquette at the feast^ there may bo nngrammatical 
words said infelicitous earpresaons, — but, thank God, unchiiled 
by selfishness, unshrivelled by avarice, human hearts throb 
warmly there — loving — pitiful — Christ-like! 
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HUNGllY HUSBANDS. 



Well, it is a humiliating reflection, that the straightest road 
to a man's heart is through his palate. He is never so amiable 
^ when he has discussed a roast turkey. Then 'a your time, 
'■ Esther," for " half his kingdom," in the shape of a new bonnet, 
cap, shawl, or dress. He 's too complacent to dispute the mat- 
ter. Strike while the iron is iiot ; petitioa for a trip to Niagara, 
Saratoga, the Mammoth Cave, the White Mountains, or to 
London, Kome, or Paris, Should he demur about it, the next 
day cook him aoother turkey, and pack your trunk while he is 
eating it. 

There 's nothing on earth so savage — except a bear rohbed 
of her cubs ~ as a hungry husband. It is as much as your 
life is worth to sneeze, till dinner is on tlie tahle, and his knife 
and fork are in vigorous play. Tommy will get his ears boxed, 
the ottoman will be kicked into the comer, your work-box be 
turned bottom upwards, and the poker and tongs will beat a 
tattoo on tiiat grate that will bo a caution to dilatory cooks. 

After the first six mouthfuls you may venture U> say your 
?-iul is vour own ; iiis eyes will lose their ferocity, his hrow its 
XSh 
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furrows, aad he will veiy likely recollect to help you to a cold 
potato ! Never mind — eat it. You might have to swallow 
a worse pill — for instance, should he offer to kiss you ! 

Well, leam a lesson from it — keep him well fed and lan- 
guid — live yourself on a low diet, and cultivate your thinking 
powers; and you'll he as spry as a cricket, and hop over all 
the objections and remonstiiBces that his dead-ar.d-alive enei^ies 
can muster. Yes, feed him well, and he will stay contentedly 
in his cage, like a gorged anaconda, F ho Were my husband, 
wouldn't I make him heaps of ^esoro tilings! Bless me! I've 
made a mistalce in the spelling ; it should have been pies and 
tkinys ! 
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LIGHT AND SHADOW; 



It was a simple dress of acowy muslin, ianocent of' fcise niitgio 
touch of a Fi'euch modiste. There was aot an inch of laee tipoti 
it, nor a rosette, nor a flower ; it was pure, aiid simple,and un- 
pretending as its destined wearer. A pair of white kid gloves, 
of fiiiry-like proportions, lay bedde it, alao a tiny pai;; of satia 
slippei's. There was no tridal trousseau ; nu — Meta had no 
rioh undes, or aimts, or cousins, — no consistent god-parents 
who, promising at her baptism that aha should " renounce the 
pomp and vanities of tlie world," redeemed tlieir promise bj 
showering at her bridal feet, diamonds enough to brighten 
many a stervitig fellow-creature's pathway to the tomb. 

Did I say there was no bridal trousseau $ There was one 
giiV, a Httle dasp Bible, with " Meta Grey " writtai on the fly- 
leaf, in the bridegroom's bold, handsome hand. Perchance 
some gay beauty, who reads this, may curl her rosy lip seom- 
fnUy ; but well Meta knew how to value such a gift. Tlnough 
long dreary years of orphanage " God's Word " had been to 
her what the star in the East was to Bethlehem's watching 
shepherds. Her lonely days of toil were over now. There 
was a true heart, whose every pulton was love for her — a 
brave arm to defend her helplessness, and a quiet, sunny home 
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where Peace, like a brooding clove, sliould fold his wings, wliilo 
the happy hours Sew rnicoiinted by. 

Yes ; Meta was looked for, every hour. She was to leave 
the group of laughing hoiiieiis, (iDefore whom she had forbid- 
den her lover to claim her,) and thereaJl;er confine her teachiii;^ 
to one pupil, whose " reward of merit " should be the love-ligtt 
in her soft, daric eyeis. Still, it was weary waiting for her ; her 
last letter was taken, for the iiiindredth time, from its hiding, 
place, and read and refolded, and read agiun, although he could 
say it all, with his eyes shut, in the darkest comer in Cliristcn- 
dom. But you know all about it, dear reader, if you own a 
heart, and if you don't, the sooner you drop my stoi7 the 
better. 

Well ; he paced the room up and down, looked out the win. 
dow, and down the street : tlien he sat down in (he little rodc- 
ing-chair he had provided for her, and tried to imagine it was 
tenanted by two ; then, delicious tears sprang to his eyes, that 
such a sweet fount of happiness was opened to him — that tJie 
golden mom, and busy noon, and hushed and starry night, 
should find them ever side by side. Care 1 — he did n't know 
it ! Trouble ? — what trouble could he have, when all his heart 
craved on earth was hounded by his clasping arms % And then, 
Meta was an orphan — he was scai'cely sorry — there would 
be none ibr her heart to go out to now hut himself; he must 
be brother, sister, lather, mother — all to her ; and hia heart gave 
a full and joyful response to each and every claim. 

— But what a litUe loiterer 1 He was half vexed ; he paced 
the room in hia impatience, handled the little slippers aifeetion. 
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ataly, and caressed the little gloves as if they were filled by the 
plump hand of Meta, instead of his jmaginalion. Why did rCt 
she fly to him? Such an angel should have wings — he was 
sore of that. 

— Wings? God help you, widowed bridegroom! Who 
shall have the heart to read you this sad paragraph % 

" One 01' THE NoawAuc Viotims.^— The body of a young 
lady, endowed with extraordinary personal beauty, I'emains yet 
unrecognized. On her countenance reposes an expression of 
pleasure, in sti'iking and painful contrast to the terrible scene 
aniid which she breathed her last. She was evidently about 
tweuty years old, doubtless tlie glory of some oirde of admir- 
iog friends, who little dream where she is, and of her shocking 
condition." 
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A MATEIMONIAL EEVEEIE. 

" Tub l<fvo of a tpirJtefl vfTnum la Lcttci' worth liflYlng; tbaa Ibiit of afi j other ]&■ 
male liidivulual you wa stiaL" 

I WISH 1 hud known that befoi'e! I'd have plueked up a 
little spirit, and uot gone trembling through creation, like a 
plucked clilckeu, afraid of every auinial I ran a-fdwl of 1 have 
not dai-ed to say my soul was my own since the day I was 
married, and every time Mr. Jones comes into the entry and 
sets down that great caoe of his, with a thump, you might bear 
roy teeth chatter, down cellai' ! 1 always keep one eye on him, 
in company, to see if 1 am saying the right thing ; trnd the mid- 
dle of a sentence ia the place for me to stop, (I can tell you,) if 
his black eyes snap ! It's so a^cavatiug to find out my mis- 
take at this time o'day. lought to bavecarrled a stiff upper lip, 
long ago. Wonder if little women can look dignified % Wonder 
how it would do to turn straight about now? I'll try it! 

Harry will come Lome presently aud thunder out, as wsual, 
" Mary, why the deuce is n't dinner ready ? " I 'li just set my 
teeth t^^ether, put my arms akimbo, and look him right straight 

oh, mercy! I can't! I should dissolve! Bless your 

soul, he's a six-footer; such whiskers — none of your sham 
settlements! Such eyes! and such a nice moutli. Come to 
think of it, I really believe I love liim ! Guess I '11 go along 
the old way ! 
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V/IIAT LOVE WILL AOCOMPLISPI. 

" This will never do," said little Mr? Kitty , " how 1 came to 
bo such ft simpleton as to get niained heforp I knew how to 
keep house, is more and more of un wtoni^hor to me. I can 
leani, and I WiZL' There's Budget told me yesterday therE 
was n't time to make a pudding before dmnei I had my pri- 
yafe suspicions she was impo=ang upon me, though I didn't 
know enough aliout it to contradict her The truth is, I'm Ho 
more mistress of this house thin I am of the Giniid Seraglio. 
Bridget knows it^ too ; and, there's Hairy (how hot it ninkea 
my checks to think of it ') could n't find an eaUble tiling on 
the dinner table yesterday. He loves me too well to say any- 
thing, but he had such an ugly frown on his feoc when lie lit his 
cigar and went off to his office. Oh, I see how it is ; 



" What oa earth sent yon over here in tiis dismal rain ? " 

(aid Kitty's neighbor, Mrs. Green. " Just look at your gaiters." 

" Oh, never mind gaiters," smd Kitty, untyiag her " rigo- 
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letto,' and throwitij; herself on the sofa. "I don't know any 
more ibuut Looking thaa a six-weelts' kitten ; Bridgefc walks 
over my head ■with the most perfect In^-aoiickalance ; Harry 
look^ as solemn a? an ordained biahop ; the days grow short, 
the bills grow long, and I'm the moat miserable httle Kitty 
that ever mewed. Do have pity on me, and initiate me into 
the mysteries of broiling, baking, and roasting ; t^e me into 
your kitchen now, and let me go into it while the fit is on me. 
I feel as if I could roast Chanticleer and all his hen-harem ! " 

"You don't expect to take your degree in one forenoon? " 
said Mrs. Green, laughing immoderately. 

" Not a bit of it ! I inteud to come every morning, if the 
earth don't whirl off its axle. I 've locked up my guitar and 
my French and Italian books, and that irresistible ' I'estus,' and 
neiTcd myself like a female martyr, (« look a gridiron in the 
feco' without flinching. Come, put down that embroidery, 
there 's a good Samaritan, and descend with me into tie lower 
regions, before my enthusiasm gets a shower-bath," and she 
rolled up her sleeves from her round white arms, took off her 
rings, and tucked her curls liehind her ears. 

Very patipntly did Mrs. Kitty keep her resolution; each 
day added a little to her store of culiaary wisdom. What if 
she did flavor her first custards with peppermint instead of 
lemon ? What if she did " baste " a turkey with ealeratua instead 
of salt 1 What if she did season the stuffing with ground dnoa- 
raon instead of pepper "i Home was n't built in a day ; — cooks 
can't he manufactured in a piinute. 
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Kitty's husband had been gone just a inonth. He was ex- 
pected home that very day. All the morning the little w^if© 
had been getting up a congratulatory dinner, in honor of the 
occasion. What ■wifh satiftction and the kitchen fire, her 
cheeks glowed like a milkmaid's. How her eyes sparkled, and 
what a pretty little triumphant toss she gave her head, when 
that big trunk was dumped down in the entry ! It is n't a bad 
thing, sometimes, to have a secret even from one's own hus- 
band. 

" On my word, Kitty," said Harry, holding her ofF at arm's 
length, " you look most provokingly ' well-tcnlo ' for a widow 
'pro tern,' I don't believe you have mourned for me the 
breath of a sigh. What have you been about 1 who has been 
here 1 and what mine of fun is to be prophesied from tlie mer- 
ry twinkle in the comer of your eye ? Anybody hid in the 
closet or cupboard 1 Have you drawn a prize in the lottery ? " 

" Not since I married you," said Mrs. Kitty ; " and you are 
quite welcome to that sugar-plum, to sweeten your dinner." 

" How Bridget has improved," said Harry, as he pUed his 
knife and fork industriously; "I never saw these woodcock 

outdone, even at our bachelor club-rooras at House. 

She shall have a present of a pewter cross, as sure as her name 
is McPlanigan, besides absolution for all the det^table mosses 
she used to concoct with her Catholic lingers." 

" Let mo out ! lot me out ! " ssud a stifled voice from the 
closet ; " you can't expect a woman to keep a secret forever." 

" What on earth do you mean, Mrs. Green 1 " said Harry, 
gaily shaking her hand. 
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" Wliy, yoa see, ' Bridget has improved ; ' i. e. to say, little 
Mrs. Kitty there received from my hands yesterday a diploma, 
certifying her Mistress of Ai-ts, Hearts and Drumsticks, having 
spent every morning of your absence in perfecting herself as a 
housekeeper. There now, don't drop on your knees to her till 
I have gone. I know very well when three is a crowd, or, to 
speak more feshionably, wHien I am ' de trop^ and I 'm only 
going to stop long enough to remind you that there are some 
wiaes left in the world, and tliat Kitty is one of 'em." 

Ar.d now, dear reader, if yo« doubt whether Mrs. Kitty was 
rewarded for all her trouble, you 'd bettei- take a peep into that 
parlor, and while you are looking, let me whisper a sooi-et in 
your ear confidentially. You may be as beautiful as Venus, 
and as talented as Madame de Stael, but yoa never '11 reign 
supreme in your liege lord's affections, till yon can roast a 
turkey. 
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MRS. GKUMP.LE'8 SOLILOQUY. 

"Thbeb's no calculating the difference between men and 
women boarders. Here 's Mr. Jones, be«n in my house these 
six months, and no more ti-ouble to me tiiaa my gray kitten. 
If his bed is shook up once a week, and Ms coats, cravats, love- 
letters, cigars aad patent-leather boots left undisturbed in the 
middle of the floor, he is as contented as a pedagogue m vaea- 
tion time, 

" Take a woman to boai-d, and (if it is perfectly coavenient) 
she would like drapery iastead of drop-curtains ; she 'd like the 
windows altered to open at the top, and a wardrobe for her 
flounced druses, and a few raore noils and Miother shelf in her 
closet, and a cricket to put her feet on, and a little rocking- 
chair, and a big looking-glass, and a pea-green shade for her 

" She would like brealdist about ten minut«s later thati your 
usual hour ; tea tea miautea earlier, and the gong, whieli shocks 
her nerves so, altogether dispensed with. 

" She can't drink coffee, because it is exhUaraiang ; broma is 
too insipid, and chocolate too heavy. She don't fimcy cocoa, 
'English brealtfiist tea ' is the oxdy beverage which agi'ees with 
her delicate spinster organization. 
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"She can't digest a roast or a fried dish; she itdght possibh/ 
peck at an ^g, if it were iioiled with one eye on the watch. 
Pastry she never eafs, unless she knows fix)m what dairy tlie 
butter came, wMch enters into its composition. Every article 
of food prepared with butter, salt, pepper, mustard, vinegar or 
oil ; or bread that is made with yeast, soda, nailk or saleratus, 
she decidedly rejects. 

" She is eonstaaUy washing out little duds of laces, collars, 
handkerchiefe, chemisettes and stockings, which she festoons up 
to the front windows, to dry ; giving passers-by the impresaon 
tiiat your house is occupied by a blanckesseuse ; — then jerks 
the bell-wire for an hour or more, for relays of hot smoothing 
irons, to put flie finishing stroke to her operations, 

" She is often afflicted with interesting little colds and inSu- 
enzas, requiring the immediate consolation of a dose of hot lera.- 
onade or ginger tea ; choosing her time for these complaints 
when the kitchen fire has gone out and the servants are on a 
furlough. Oh ! nobody knows, but those who 've tried, how 
imniOTsely troublesome women are ! I 'd rather liave a whole 
regiment of men boarders. All j ou have to do is, to wind 
them up m the morning with a powerful cup of coffee, give 
them, carte-hlanche to smoke, and a night-key, and your work 
is done." 
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HENRY WARD BEECHEE. 

What a Trarm SuKday ! and whatalaa^ehuifli' I won 
dpj if it will be half-filled! Empty pews are a soiiy welujme 
to a pastor. Ah ! no fear ; here comes the congiegation m 
troops and families; now the capacious galleiies aie filled, 
every pew is ci-owded, and seats are being placed in the aisles 

The preacher rises. What a young " David ' " Still, the 
"stone and sling " will do iheir execution. How simple, how 
cliild-like that prayer ; and yet how eloquent, how fervent. 
How eagerly, as he iiames the text, the eye of each is riveted 
upon the preacher, as if to secure his individual portion of ilio 
heavenly manna. 

Let us look around, upon the audience. Do you see yonder 
gray-haired business man'? Six days in the weelt, for many 
years, he has been Mammon's most devoted worshipper. Ac- 
cording to time-honored custom, he has slept comfortably in 
his own pew eadi Sunday, lulled by the soil voice of tlie shep- 
herd who " prophesieth smooth things." One pleasant Sab- 
bath, diance, (I would rather say ai overruling Providence,) 
led him here. He settles himself in his accustomed Sunday 
attitude, but sleep comes not at his bidding. He looks dis- 
turbed. The preacher is dwellmg upon tlie permitted but 
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fraudulent tricks of business men, aud exposing plainly tlioii- 
turpitude in the aght of tliat God wlio holds " evenly the scales 
of justice." As he proceeds, Conscience ■whispers to this aged 
listener, "Thou art the iiwin!" He moyes uneaMly on his 
seat ; an angry flush mounts to his temples ; What right has 
that boy-preacher to question tlie integrity of men of such un- 
blemisiied mercantile standing in the community as himself* 
He is not accustomed to such a spiritual pi'obing knife. Eis 
spiritual physician has always " healed die hurt of his people 
slightly," He don't like such plain talking, and sits the eer- 
viee out only from compulsion. But when he passes the 
church porch, he does not leave the sermon thei-e, as usual. 
No. He goes home perplexed and thoughtful. Conscience 
sides with the preacher ; self-intei'cst tiies to stifle its voice 
with the sneering whisper of " priestcraft." Monday comes, 
'm& again he plunges into the maelstiom of busmeos, and tries 
to tell the permitted lie with his nsud nonclialance to some ig- 
norant customer, but his tongue laifers and performs its duty 
but awkwardly ; a slight blush is peri^ptible upon his counte- 
nance; anA the remainder of the weelc chronicles similar and 
repeated feilures. 

Again it is Sunday. He is not a thurdi member he can 
stay at home, therefoi'e, wifiout feai of a canonical commit 
tee of Paul Prys to investigate the matter he can lojk o\er 
his debt and credit list if he bkes, without excommunication 
he certwnly will not put bimselt n^an m the ^('ly of tint 
plain-^spoken, striplicg priest The IjpII pi,nls out, in musied 
tones, seemingly this summons ' Come ip with us, aal we 
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will do you good." By an irresistible impulse, he finds him- 
self again a listener, " Not that he believes what that hoy 
says ! " Oh no : hut, somehow, he likes to listen to him, even 
though he attack that impregnable pride in which he lias 
wrapped himself up as in a garment. 

Now, why is this? Why is this church filled with such 
wayside listeners? 

Why, but that all men — even the most worldly and un- 
scrupulous — pay involuntary homage to earnestness, sincerity, 
independence and Christian boldness, in the " man of God "i " 

Why 1 Because tliey see that he stands in that sacred desk, 
not that his lips may be tamed and held in, with a silver bit 
and silken bridle: not because pi'eaching is his "trade," and 
his hearers must recave their quid pro qiw once a week — no, 
they all see and feel iiiat his heart is in the work — that he 
loves it — ^ that he comes to them fresh from his closet, his fece 
shining with the light of " the Mount," as did Moses'. 

The preacher is remarkable for fertility of imaginalioH, for 
rare felicity of expression, for his kerai perception of lie com- 
plicated and mysterious workings of Ijie human heart, and for 
the uncompromiang boldness with which he utters his convic- 
tions. ITis eagiestness of manner, vehemence of gesture and 
rapidity of utterance, are, at times, electrifying ; impressing 
his hearers with the idea that language is too poor and mea- 
ger a medium, for the rushing tide of his thoughts. 

Upon the lavish beauty of earth, sea, and sky, he has evi- 
dently gazed with the poet's eye of rapture. He walks the 
green earffa in no monk's cowl or cassoclt. Tie tiniest blade 
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of gi-ass witH its " drap o' dew," has tlirilled liim with strange 
delight. " God is love," is written for him in brilliant letters, 
on the ardi of the mcbow. Beneath that black coat, his heart 
leaps like a happy child's to the song of the birds and the trip- 
ping of the silver-footed stream, aud goes up, in the dim old 
■woods, with the fragrance of their myiiad flowers, in gratefid 
incense of praise, to Heaven. 

God be thanked, that upon all (bese ridi and rare natural 
gifts, " Holiness to the Lord "has been written. Would that 
the number of sueli gospel soldiers was " legion," and that 
they might stand in the forefront of the hottest battle, wield- 
ing thus skillfully and imflinchingly the " Sword of the Spirit,'' 
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AN OLD MAID'S DECISION. 



Now tliere 's an appeal tliat ought to touoh some bachelors 
heart. There she i' 1 ptci lone spinster in a nicely fur 
nished room — sofe 1 ig enough for /ico two arniehais, tioo 
bureaus, two looting gla&se'? — everjthing Buntmg in couples 
except herself! I doat ■wondet she ? fijuiti:'' She read 
in her childhood that matehes weie made in Heaven and 
although she's well aware there are some I/ucifei matches, 
yet she has never Iwd s, chance to trj either soit She has 
heard that thei'e " never was a soul created, but its twin was 
made som.ewhere," and she 's a melancholy proof that 't is a 
mocking lie. She gets tired sewing — she can't knit forever 
on that eternal stoelting — (beades, that has a fallow to if^ 
aud IS only an aggravation to her feelings.) She has read 
till her eyes are half bhnd, — there 's nobody to agree with 
her if she likes the book, or ai^e the point with her if 
slie don't. If she goes out to walk, every woman slie meets 
has her husband's arm. To be sure, they are half of them 
ready to scratch eacli other's eyes out ; but tJiat 's a little 
business matter between themselvcB. Suppose she feels devo- 
lOh M 
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tiona!, and goes to evening lectures, some ruffianly coward is 
sure to scare her to death on the way. If she takes a journey, 
she gets hustled and boxed round among cab-driTsrs, and por- 
ters, Mid baggage-masters ; her bandbox gets knocked in, her 
trunk gets knocked ol^ and she 's landed at the wrong stop- 
ping place. If she wants a load of wood, she has to pay twice 
as much as a man would, and then she gets cheated by the 
man that saws and splits it. She lias to put her own money 
into the bank and get it out, hire her own pew, and wait upon 
herself into it. People tell her " husbands are often great 
plagues," but she knows there are times when they are indis- 
pensable. She is very good looking, black hair and eyes, fine 
figure, sings and plays beautiflilly, but she " can't be an old 
maid, and what 's more — she won't." 
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A PUNCH AT "PUNCH." 

"WImtialboheljbtofnwniiian'BflinbitioHF Jliim<inis."—[IHmA 

Saoacious Piinch ! Do you know the rciison 1 It is be- 
cause the more " diamonds" & woman owns, the more precious 
she becomes in the eyes of your discriminating sex. What 
pair of male eyes ever saw a " crow's foot," grey hair, or wrinkle, 
in company with a genuine diamond? Don't you go down on 
your marrow-boneiS, and vow that tlie owner ia a Venus, a 
Hebe, a. Juno, a sylph, a feiry, an angel? Would you stop to 
look (conmihiaUy) at the most bewitching woman on earth, 
whose only diamonds were "in her eye?" Well, it is no 
great marvel, Mr, Punch. The raeo of men is about extinct. 
Now and tlieu you will meet with a &pec.im.en ; but I 'm sorry 
to inform you that the most of them are nothing but coat tails, 
walking behind a moustache, destitute of sufficient enei^ to 
earn their own cigars ancl "Macassar," preferring to dangle at 
the heels of a diamond wife, and meekly receive their allow- 
ttuee, as her mamma's prudence and her own inclinations may 
suggest. 
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FATHER TAYLOR, THE SAILOR'S 
PREACHER. 

Yon have never heard Father Taylor, the Boston Sea. 
man's preacher ? Well — you should go down to his church 
some Sunday. It is not at the court«nd of the town. The 
urchins in the neighhorhood are guiltless of shoes or bonnets. 
You will see quite a sprinlding of " Police " at the corners. 
Green Erin, too, is well represented: with a dash of Africa — 
dieelted off wiUi " dough feces," 

Let us go uito the church : there are no sfeiined-glass win- 
dows — no riclily draperied pulpit — no luxurious seats to sug. 
gest a nap to your sleepy conscience. No odor of patchouli, 
or nonpareil, or houqel de violet will be wafted aci'osg your pa- 
trician aose. Your satin and broaddotb will fell to procure you 
the highlit seat ia the synagogue, — they being pi-operly i-e- 
sen'ed for the " old salts." 

Plcre they come ! one alter another, with homy palms and 
bronzed feces. It stirs my blood, like the soimd of a trum- 
pet, to see them. The seas they liave crossed I tlie surging 
billows they have breasted ! the lonely, dismal, weary nights 
they have kept wfstch! — ifie IiarplcH in port who have assailed 
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their generous sympathies ! the sullen plash of the sheeted 
dead, in its vast ocean sepulchre! — what stirring thoughts and 
emotions do their weather-beaten taces call into play ! God 
bless the sailor! — Here they com.e; sure of a weleome — 
conscious tliat they are no intruders on aristocratic landsmen's 
soil — sure that each added fiice will send a thrill of pleasure 
to the heart of the good old man, who folds thom all, as one 
&mily, to his patriarchal bosom. 

There he is ! How reverently he drops ou his knee, and ut- 
ters that silent prayer. Now he is on his feet. With a quick 
motion he adjusts his spectacles, and sa,y3 to the tai'dy tar 
doubtfial of a herth, " Eoom here, brother ! " pointing to a seat 
mlhe^ulpit Jack don't know about iSffli/ He can climb 
the rigging when Boreas whistles his fiercest blast ; he can 
swing into the long boat with a stout heart, when creaking tim 
bers are parting heneafh him ; but to mount the pulpii 1 — 
Jack doubts his qualifications, and hlnshes through his mask of 
bronze, " Boom enough, brother ! " again reassures him ; and, 
with a litle extra iiimbling at his tarpaulin, Mid hitching at his 
waistband, he is soon as much at home as though he were on 
ha vessel's deck. 

The hymn is read witJi a hemUtone. There is no mistalilng 
either the poet's meaning or the reader's devotion. And now, 
if you have a " scientific musical ear," (whidi, thank heaven, 1 
have not,) you may criticise the an^g, while I am not ashamed 
of the tears that steal down my fiice, as I mark the effect of 
good Old Hundred (minus trillE and flourishes) on Neptune's 
honesty hear^, whole-souled eons. 



.■..Google 



294 FATHER TAYtOIt. 

— Tlic text is amiounced. There follows no atTsmgeinont of 
dickys, or bracelets, or eyeglasses. Ton foi^et your ledger 
and the feshions, die last prima douna, mid that your neigh.- 
bor is not one of the " upper teUj" as you fix your eye on 
Hiat good old man, and are sivept away from worldly moor- 
ings by the flowing lade of his simple, earnest eloquence. You 
marvel that these uttered truths of his, never struck your 
thoughtless mind before. My pen feils to convey to you the 
play of espressiou on that earnest face — those emphatic ges- 
tures — the staiiang tear or tlie thrilling voice ; — but they all 
tell on " Jack," 

And now an infent is presented for baptism. The pastor 
takes it on one arm. O, surely he is himself a father, else it 
would not be poised so gently. Now he holds it up, that all 
may view its dimpled beauty, wA says : " Is there one here 
wbo doubts, should this child die to-day, its right among the 
blessed V' One murmm^d, spontaneous jVb.' bursts from 
Jadts' lijs, as the baptismal drops lave its sinless temples. 
Lovingly the little Iamb is folded, witJi a kiss and a blessing, 
to the heart of the earthly shepherd, ere the maternal awna 
receive it. 

Jack looks on and weeps I And how can he help weeping 1 
He v^as onee as pure as that blessed innocent ! His moilim- — 
the sod now covers her — often invoked heaven's blessing on 
her son ; and well he remembers the touch of her gentle hand 
and the sound of her loving voice, as she murmured fbe implo- 
ring prayer for him : aid how has her sailor boy redeemed his 
youthful promise ? He dashes away his scalding tears, with 
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his horny palm; hut, please God, that Sahh!ith-—t]mt scene- 
shall be a talisman upon which memory shall ineffaceahly ii 
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SIGNS OF THE TIMES. 

E-Q-Tj-i — equi, D-o-M-B — domo, " Eqiiiclcnne." Betty, hand 
me my dictionary. 

Well, now, who would have believed that I, Fanny Fern, 
would have tripped over a " stable 1 " That all comes of being 
" raised " wtere people persist in caUiog things by their right 
Barnes. I 'm very certain that it is useless for me fo try to 
drcunmavigate the globe on sijJts, ' There 's the "Hippodrome ! " 
I had but just digested that humbug : my tongue kinkec! all up 
trying to pronounce it ; aad then I could n't find out the mean- 
ing of it ; for Webster did n't inform me that it was a place 
where vicious horses broke the neeks of vicious young girls for 
the amusement of vicious spectators. 

— " Jim Brown ! " What a relief. 1 can understand that, 
I never saw Jim, but I 'm positively certain that he 's a mono- 
legs — crisp as a cucumber. Ah ! here are some 



" Robert Link — Bird Fancier," I surest that it be changed 
to Bob-o' Link ; in which opinion 1 shall probably be backed 
up by all musical people. 

Here we are in Broadway junior, alifs the "Bowery." I 
don't see but the silks, and satins, and dry goods generally, are 



.■..Google 



quite equal to those in Broadway ; but, of ooursc, Pashioii 
turns her back upon them, fof they are only half the price. 

What have we here, in this ehop wmdow 1 What are all 
those silks, anil delaines, and calicoes, tidceted up that way for 1 
— "Superb," "Tasty," "Beautiful," " Desirable," " Cheap for 
Is." " Modest," "Unique," "Genteel," "Grand," "Gay !" It 
is very evident that Mr. YardsHdc bikea all women for fools, 
or else he has had a narrow escape from bang one himself 

There 's a poor, disti-acted gentlenian in a inilliner's shop, 
trying to select a bonnet for his spouse. What a non combos I 
See him poise the airy nothings on his great clumsy hands ! 
He is about as good a judge of bonnets as I am of patent 
ploughs. See him. turn, m despairing bewilderment, from blue 
to pink, from pinit to green, from green to crimson, from crim- 
son to yellow. The little witch of a milliner sees his indecis- 
ion, and resolves to malce a coup d'etat; so, perching one of 
die bonnets (blue as her eyes) on her rosy little fiice, she walks 
up sufiiciently near to give him a magnetic shiver, and holding 
the strings coquettislily under her pretty little chin, says ; 

"Now, I'm sure, you can't say ihai is n't pretty ! " 

Of course he can't ! 

So, the bonnet is bought and band-boxed, and Jonathan (who 
is sold with the bonnet) takes it home fo his wife, whose black 
face looks in it like an overcharged tbunder-oloud set in a ^- 
ver lining. 

Saturday evening is a busy time in the Bowery, So many 
little things wanted at the close of the week:. A pair of new 
shoes for Eobert, a tippet for Sally, a pair of gloves for Johnny, 
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and a stick of candy to bribe the bsiby to keen the peace wliile 
mamma goes to " meetin " on Sunday. What a heap of peo- 
ple ! What a job it must be to take tlie census in New York. 
Servant girls and theff beau'i, countij folks and city folks, big 
boya and little boys, ladies and women, puppies and men ! 
There's a poor laboiing min with his market basket on one 
arm, and his Mife on the othei He knows that he can get bis 
Sunday dinner chuipei by pui chasing it late on Saturday night, 
when the butchers aie not quite saia that their stock will 
" keep " till Monday. And then it is quite a treat for his wife, 
when little Johnny is asleep, to get out to catch a bit of ft'esfi 
air, and a aght of tlie pretty things in the shop windows, even 
if she cannot ha^e them ; but liie little femiiune diplomat- 
ist knows that husbands always feel clever of a Satui-day 
night, and that tiien's the time "/ms( to stop and look " at a 
new ribbon or collar. 

See that party of country folks, going to the " National " to 
see " Uncle Tom." Tliose pests, the bouquet sellers, are offer- 
ing ttem tkeir stereotyped, cabbage-looking bunches of flowers 
wilh, 

" Please buy one for your lady, sir." 

Jonathan don't understand dodging such appeals; beside, he 
would scorn to begrudge a " quarter " for his lady ! So he 
buys the nuisance, and scraping out his hind foot, prestmts it, 
with a bow, to Araminta, who " walks on thrones" the remain- 
der of the evening. 

There 's a hand organ, and a poor, tired little girl, sleepily 
playing the taraboiirine. All the little ragged uitJiins in the 
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neighborhood are gi-ouped on tliat cioor step, listening. The 
connoisseur might criticise the performance, but no Cathedral 
Te Deum could be grander to that unsophisticated little au. 
dienoe. There is one little girl, who spite of her rags, is beau- 
tiful pJiough for a seraph, J'oor aiid beauiijul / God help 
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WHOM DOES IT CONCEEN? 

"Stitch — stitch — atiteh! Will this never end?" said a 
young girl, leaning her head wearily againafc the easement, and 
dropping iier small hands hopeleissly in her lap. " Stitch — 
stitch — stitch'. &om dawn till dark, and yet I scarce keep soul 
and hody together;" mid she drew her thin shawl more closely 
over her shivering shonlders. 

Her eye fell upon the great house opposite, llicro was coiii- 
fort there, and luxury, too ; for the rich, satin curtains were 
looped gracefully away from the large windows ; a black ser- 
vant opens the hall door : see, there are statues and vases and 
pictures there : now, two young girls trip lightly out upon the 
pavement, their lustrous silks, and nodding plumes, and jew- 
eled bracelets glistening, and quivering, and sparkling in the 
bright sunlight. Now poisbg their alver-netted purses upon 
their daintily gloved fingers, they leap lightly into the carriage 
in WMting, and are whu-led rapidly away. 

That little seamstress is as fair as they : her eyes are as soft 
and blue; her limbs as Ktlie andgrace&l; her rich, browa 
hair folds as softly away over as iair a brow ; her heart leaps, 
like theirs, to all that is bright and joyous ; it craves love aid 
sympathy, and companionship as naueh, aid yet she must stitch 
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— stitch — sfiteh — and droop under sunmicr's heat, and shiver 
under winter's cold, and walk the eai-th witK the skeleton star- 
vation ever at her side, that costly pictures, and velvet carpets, 
and massive chandeliers, and gay tapestry, and gold and silver 
vessels may fill the house of her employer — that his flauutiug 
equipage may roll admbed along the highway, and India's iair- 
est fiibrics deck his purso-pioud wife and daughters. 



It was a busy scene, tlie wai-e-roora of Simon Skiniliot & 
Co. Garments of every hue, aze and pattern, were there ex- 
posed for sale. Piles of coarse clothing lay upon die counter, 
ready to be given out to the destitute, brow-hcaten applicant 
who would malie them for the smallest possible remuneration ; 
piles of garments lay there, which such victims had already 
toiled into the long night to finish, ticketed to hring enomiouB 
proiits into the pocket of their employer : groups of dapper 
derks stood Ijehind the counter, discussing, in a whisper, the 
pedestals of the last new tlanseuse — ogling the halCstarved 
young girls who were crowding in for employment aad rmsing 
a blush on the cheek of humble innocence by the coai-se joke 
and free, libidinous gaze; while their master, Mr, Simon Skin- 
flint, sat, rosy and rotund, before a bright Lehigh fire, rubbing 
his fet hands, tuilding imaginary houses, and felicitating him- 
self generally, on his far-reaching financial foresight. 
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" If you could Irnt allow me a trifle more for my labor," 
murmured a low voice at his aide ; " I have tolled hard all the 
week, mid yet — " 

"Young woman," said Mr, Skinflint, pushing liis cliah" seve- 
ral feet back, elevating his spectades to his forehead, and draw- 
ing his satin vest dowa over his aldermanio proportions — 
"young woman, do you observe that crowd of persons be- 
aeging my door for ei^oployment ? Perhaps you are not aware 
tJiat we turn away scores of them every day ; perhaps you 
do n't know that the farmeiis' daughters, who are at a losswliat 
to do long winter evenings, and want to eara a little dowry, 
will do our work for less than we pay you 'i But you femi- 
uine operatives do n't seem, to have the Jeast idea of trade. 
Competitioa is the soul of basinet, you see," said Mr. Skin 
flint, rubbing his hands in a congratulatory manner. " T^it — 
tut — young woman I do n't quarrel with your bread and but- 
ter ; however, it is a tiling that do n't concern me at all ; if you 
tooft't wovk, there are plenty who ■will," — and Mr. Skinflint 
drew out his gold rejieater, and glanced at the door. 

A look of hopeless m.isery settled over the young girl's 
feoe, as hhe turned slowly away in the dii-eotiou of home. 
Bbme did 1 hay 1 The word was a bitter mocltery to poor 
Mai-y. She had a home onee, where she and tlie little birds 
sang the live-long day ; where flowers blossomed, and tali trees 
waved, and merry voices floated out on the fragrant air, and 
the golden sun went goigeonsly down behind die fer-off hOls; 
where a mother's loving breast was her pillow, and a fether's 
blessing wooed her rosy slumbers. It was past 



.■..Google 



now. Thuy were all gone — faOier, mother, bratlior, sister. 
Some with the Jilue sea for a shifliiig momiment ; some sleep- 
ing dreamlessly in tlie little church-yard, where her iii&iit foot- 
steps strayed. Rank gra^ hacE o'ergi-owii the cottage gravel 
■walks ; weeds choked the flowers which dust-crumbled houds 
had planted; tJie brown moss liad thatched ovei' the cottage 
eaves, and still the little tirda sang on as blithely as if Mai7's 
household gods had not been shivered. 

Poor Mary ! The world was dai'k and weary to her : the 
very stars, with their serene beauty, seemed to iriock her mis- 
ery. She reached her httle room. Its narrow walls seemed 
to dose about her like a tomb. She leaned her head wearily 
agtunst tlie little window, and looked again at the great house 
opposite. How brightly, how cheerfully the lights glance:3 
from the windows ! How like Mries glided the young girls 
over the softly carpeted floors ! How swiflJy the carriages 
whirled to the door, with their gay visitors 1 Life was such a 
rosy dream to them — such a brooding nightmare to her! 
Despair laid its icy hand on her heart Must she always 
drink, unmixed, the cup of sorrow "i Must she weep and sigh 
her youth away, while griping Avarice trampled on her heart- 
strings 1 She could not weep — nay, worse — she could not 
pray. Dai-k sbadowa came between her soul and heaven. 



The little room is empty now. Mary toils fliere no longer. 
You will find her in the great house opposite ; her dainty limbs 
Jad in flowing silk ; her slender fingers and dimpled arms glit- 
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tering with gems: and anwng all that mevry group, Mary's 
laugh rings out the meme'5t. Surely — surely, this is better 
than to toil, weeping, through the long weary days in the little 
darkened room. 
Is it, Mary '! 



There ia a ring at the door of the great house. A woman 
glides modestly in; by her dress, she is a widow. She iiaa 
opened a small scliool in the neighborhood, and in, the search 
for scholars has wandered in here. She looks abowt her. Her 
quick, womanly instinct sounds the alarm. She is not among 
the good and pure of her ses. But she does not scorn them. 
No ; she looks upon their blighted beauty, with a Clirist.like 
pity ; she says to herseli) haply some word of mine may touch 
their hearts. So, she says, gently, " Pardon me, ladies, but I 
had hoped to find scholars here; you will fof^ivethe inti'usion, 
I know ; for though you arc not motliei's, you have all had 
mothers." 

Why is Mary's lip so ashen white t Why does she tremble 
from head to foot, as if smitten by the hand of God ? Why. 
do the hot tears stream through her jeweled fingers! Ah! 
Mary. That little dark room, with its toil, its gloom, its w, 
nocence, were Heaven's own brightness now, to your tortured 

Pitilessly the slant rain rattled against the window panes 
awnings creaked and flapped, ajid the street lamps flickered in 
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WHOM DOBS IT COKCKKN. 305 

the strong blast : full-fi-eighted omniljuses rolled over the mud- 
dy pavcmeiite ; sti'ay pedestrians turned up their coat^eollars, 
grasped their umbrellas more tightly, and made for the nearest 
port. A woman, half-blinded by the long hiur which ihe fury 
of the wind had driven across her fece, drenched to liie skin 
with the pouring rmn — shoeless, bonnetless, Iwmeless, leans 
jiisteadily gainst a lamp-post, and in the maudlin accents of 
intoxication curses the passers-by. A policeman's strong grasp 
M laid upon her arm, and she is hurried, struggling, through the 
dripping streets, and pushed into the nearest " station house." 
Morning dawns upon tie wretched, forsaken outcast. She sees 
it not. Upon those weary eyes only the resurrection mom 
shall dawn. 

No more sfiall the stony-hearted shut, in her imploring face, 
the door of hope; no more shall gilded sin, with Judas smile, 
say, " Eat, drink, and be merry ; " no more shall the professed 
followers of Him who said, "Neither do I cojademn thee," say to 
tie guiltstricken one, " Stand aside — for I am holier than 
liiou." No, none may tempt, none may sconi, none may taunt 
her more. A pauper's grave shall hide poor Mary and her 
shame. 

God speed the day when the Juggernaut wheels of Avarice 
shall no longer roU over woriian's deai-est hopes ; when thou- 
sands of doors, now closed, shall be opened for starving Virtue 
to earn her honest bread ; when he who would coin her tears 
and groans to rear his palaces, shall become a liissing and 
a by-word, wherever the sacred name of Mother shall be 
honored. 

20b 
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"WHO LOVES A RAINY DAY?" 

The bored editor ; who, for one millennial day, in slippered 
feef^ controls his arm chair, exclisajgea, stove, and inlisfcand ; 
who lias time to hunt up delinquent subscribers ; time to de- 
dpher hieroglyphical Ewmuscripts ; time to make a bonfire of 
tad poetry ; time to kick out lozenge boys and image venders ; 
lime to settle the long-standing quarrel between Nancy, lie 
. type-setter, and Bill, the foreman, and time to write compli- 
nieufary letters to himself for publication in his own paper, and 
to get up a new humbug praspectus for tie dear, confiding 
public. 

Who loves a rainy day '' 

Tlie little child of ■ictue Iml reprieved from bencli, and 
book, and ferule ; bet veea whim -uiJ tlie wire-drawn, phiz of 
grim propriety, those ihen lly dioj s have drawn a misty vail ; 
who is now free to bu^h and ji rap and shout, and ask the puz- 
zling questJon — free to bask in the sunny smile of her, to 
whom no sorrow can 1 e tnvial that brings a cloud over that 
sunny feoe, or dims th>. br ghtness of tliat merry eye. 

Who loves a rainy d j ? 

The crazed clergyman who ci tice a sheet of paper, unin- 
terrupted by dyspej t c Den n Tone , or fault-finding brother 
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Grimes ; or cfiiitious Mr. SinilJi ; or the afflicted Miss Zeiia 
Zephjr, who, for several long years, has heen " unable to find 
out the path of duty ; " or the zealous old lady Bimce, who 
hopes her pastor will throw light on the precise locality fixed 
upon in the future staf« for idiots, and those heathen who have 

Who loves a rainy day 1 

The disgusted clerk, who, lost m the pages of some care-he- 
guiling volume, forgets the petticoat destiny which relentlessly 
forces him to unfurl endless yards of tinsel lace and ribbon, for 
loTinging dames, with empty brains and purees, whose " chief 
end" it seems to be to put him through an endless catecliism. 

Wlio loves a rainy day 1 

The tidy little liousewife, who, in neat little brealdast-cap and 
dressing-gown, overlooks iJae short-coniings of careless coolc 
and house-maid; explores cupboards, cellars, pantries, and 
closets ; disembowels old bags, old boxes, old barrels, old kegs, 
old firkins ; who, with her own dainty hand, prepares tke favor- 
ite morsel for the dear, absent, toiling husband, or, by ths cheer- 
ful uui-sery fire, sews on the missing string or button, or sings 
to soothing slumbers a pair of violet eyes, whose witching coun- 
terpart once stole her girlish heart away. 

Who loves a rainy day ^ 

I do ! Let the rain &11 ; let the wind moan ; let tke leaf 
less trees reach out their long attenuated fingers and tap against 
mycasemcnt: piie on the coal; wheel up the arm-chair ; all hail 
loose ringlets and loose dres^ng-robe. Not a blesed son or 
daughter of Adam can get here to-day ! Unlock the old wri- 
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tiiig desk ; overlook the old letters. There is a bimeh tied with 
a riblioii blue as the eyes of the wiiter. Matrimony quenched 
their brightness long time ago, 

Irish help (!) and crying babiea, 

I gricTB to saj, are 'mong the inay-be'< ! 

And here is a package ^vritten by a dcspairitig Calebs — 
once intensely intei-ested in the price of hemp and prussic acid ; 
now the rotund and jolly owner of a princely house, a q^ueeniy 
wife, and six rollicksome responsibilitira. Query: whether 
the feculty ever dissected a man who had died of a " hrolten 
heart r' 

Here is another package. Let (he fire purify them ; never 
say yow know your friend till his tombstone is over him. 

What Solomon says "handwriting is an .index of character?" 
Give hun the cap and bells, and show him those bold pen- 
marks. They were traced by no Di Vernon ! Let me sketch the 
writer : — A blushing, smiling, timid, loving little fitiiy, as ever 
nestied near a true heart ; with a step like the fall of a snow- 
flalte, and a voice like the murmiu- of a brook in June. Poor 
little Katie ! she lays her cheek now to a little cradle sleeper's, 
and starts at the distant footstep, and trembles at the muttered 
curse, and reels under the brutal blow, and, woman-like — 
loves on ! 

And what have we here? A sixpence with a ribbon in it! 
Oh, those Saturday and Wednesday afiemoons, with their 
hoarded store of nuts and candy — the broad, green meadow, 
with its fine old trees — tlie crazy old swing, and the fragi-ant 
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tiimtle ill tlie grass — the wreath of oalt leaves, the bunch of 
wild violets, file fairy stoiy boolc, the little blue jacket, the 
snowy sWrt-flollar, the flurly, black head, with its soft, blue 
eyes. Oh, first love, sugar-candy, torn apmns, and kisses ! 
where have ye flown? 

What is this 1 only a pressed flower ; but it tells me of a 
shadowy wood — of a rippluig brook — of a bird's song — of 
a mossy scat — of whispered leaf-music — of dark, soul-lit eyes 
— of a voice sweet, and low, and thrilling — of a vow never 
bi"oken till death chilled the lips that made it. LittJe need to 
look at the pictured fece that lies beside me. It haunts me 
sleeping or waking. I shall see it again — life's trials passed. 
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A CONSCIENTIOUS YOnNG MAN. 

"Theie Is no object in nWnra ao beautital sb a oonsolonaoaa yonug mira."— 

Well ; I've seen tho " Sea-Dog," and Thackeray ; and Tom 
Thumb and Kossutli ; the " Bearded Lady " and Fatter Mat- 
lliew ; the whistlang Canary, and Camille Urso ; tlie " white 
negro," and Mrs. Stowe ; " Chang and Eng ," and Jenny Liad ; 
and Miss Bremer, and Madame Sontag. I have been to the 
top of the St^te House, made the tour of the " Putlic Gar- 
den," and crossed the " JVcg Pond." I Ve seen Theodore Par- 
ker, and a locomotive. I 've ridden in mi omnibus, heard a 
Fom-th-of-JuIy oraljoii, and 1 onee saw the sun rise ; Ijut I never, 
never never saw " a consdentious young man," 

If there is such an " oi^anization " on tlie periphery of this 
globe, I should like to see him. If he is, where is he 1 Who 
owns him 1 Whei'e did ftey raise him? Wliat does he feed 
on ? For whom does he vot3 ? On what political platform 
do ids conscientious toes rest ? Does he know the difference 
between a Whig and a Democrat 1 between a " Hunker " and 
a " Baiiibumer 1 " between a " hard-shell " and a " soit-shell 1 " 
between a " uniform national currency " and a " sound consti- 
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tutional currency? " Does he have chills, or a fever, when he 
sees a homiet! Does he look at it out of theadesof his eyes, 
like a bashflil, barn-yard bantam, or dare he not look at all ? 
Does he show tlie "white feather," or crow defiance? Does he 
" go to roost " at sun-down 1 and does he rest on an aristocratic 
perch ? I 'm all alive to see the specimen. My opera^lasa is 
poised. Will he be at the World's Fair? Might I be per- 
mitted to sliake hands witli, and congratulate him ! I pause for 
a reply. 
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CITY SCENES AND CITY LIFE 



"Each to his taste," somebody says: so say I: so sa/s 
Gotham. Look at tliat splendid house, with its mas^ye door- 
way, its maminotJi plate-glass windows, its tasteful conserva- 
tory, where the snowy Orange blossom, and clustering Rose, 
and crimson Cactus, and regal Passion-flower, and fragrant He- 
liotrope breath out their little day of sweetness. See that 
Gothic stable, with its feultless span of hoi-ses, and liveried 
cpachman, and anti-republican carriage, whose coat of ai'ms 
makes our National Eagle droop his learless pinions. Then east 
your eye on that tumble-down, wooden grocery adjoining, send- 
ing up its reeking ftunes of rum, onions, and salt fish, info par 
trician nostrils ! Go where you will in New York, you see the 
same strong contrasts. Feast your eyes on beauty, and a skel- 
eton startles you at its side. Lazarus sitteth ever at the Gate 
of Dives, 

Here is a primary school: wliat a host of little ra^ed ur- 
chins are crowding in ! Suppose I step in quietly among them. 
Now, they take tlieir places in seats terraced off one above an- 
other, so tJiat eacli little face is distinctly visibla What a 
pretty sight ! and how Nature loves to compensate ! sending 
beauty to tlio hovel, deformity to the hall. There's a boy, 
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now, m that ragged jacket, who is a study for an artist. See 
his broad, ample forehead ; jasxk how his dark eyes glow : 
and that little ^ri at his side, whose chestaut cnrls droop so 
gi'acefiilly over her soflr&inged eyes and dimpled shouldera. 
And that dream-child in yonder comer, with blue-veiiied, trans- 
parent temples, whose ^iritual eyes even now can see that 
fedeless sbore to whidi bright angels bedton hira. Deal gently 
with him — he is passing away ! 

Here comes the teacher, brisk, angular, and sharp-voiced. 
Heaven pity the diijdrea! She's a human icide — pastboard-y 
and proper! I already experience a mental Ehiver, Now 
she comes up and says, (apologeticaUy to my new satin cloak,) 
" You see, madam, these are only poor children." The toadying 
OTeature ! Luclcy for her tiiat I 'm not " a committee," Can't 
her dull eyes recognize God's image m linsey-woolsey? 
C^n she see no genius written on yonder broad forehead ? No 
poetry slumbering in yonder sweet eyes 1 Did Franklin, Clay, 
and Webster study their alphabet in silk and velvet ? She 
ought Jo be promoted to the dignity of toe-nail polisher to 
Queen Victoria. Now she hands me a book, iu whidi visitors' 
names are inscribed, and requests me to write mine. Certainly. 
" Mrs. John Smith : " there it is, Hope she likes it as well 
as I do. 

— Speaking of names, I read on a sign yesterday, that " Rich- 
ard Haas:" to-day I saw, down street, that "John Haas." 
I "m sure I 'm glad of it I congratulate both those enterpriang 
gentlemea. There goes a baker's cai't, with " Ernest Hfg-er " 
painted on the dde. It is my impression that if you do it, 
N 
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Ernest, " your cake will be ilough ; " 1853 being eonoidei-ed the 
millemuin of "strong-minded women." Heroweiire,most to the 
Battery. " Fan/ernoi & Dulac : " that must be a cliwn-light- 
ning firm. Wonder if " !FiMifemot " is the sikni partaei' 1 

Hei-e 's a man distiibiiting tracts. Now, if he hands me one, 
I '11 throw it down. See how meekly he pioka it up, aiid hands 
me another, " That 's rights friend Colporteur, I only wanted 
to see if you were in earnest ; glad to see you so well 



" Yes, Ma'am," ho says, much relieyed, " sinners here in New 
York Heed waking up " — which sentiment I endorse, and ad- 
vise him to call at tlie N. Y. Tribune office. 

Down comes the rain: had I taken ray umbrella, not a drop 
would have Men. " 1 'sped " I was bom on a Eriday ; but 
as that can't be helped now, II! step into that book-«toi'6 till the 
shower is over. The owner politely gives me a chair, and then 
hands me, for my edification, tie last fashion prints ! !F-a-n- 
n-y I'-e-r-n ! can it be possible that you look so fiivolous "i 
Tracts and feshion prints, both offered you in one forenoon ! 
Wonder If there's a second-hand drab Qualter bonnet any- 
where, that will subdue your"style1" 

See that little minstrel in front of the store, staggering under 
the weight of a hand-oi^an. What a crowd of little be^ar- 
boys surround him, petitioning "for jiisi one tune." Now, 
I wonder if liie rough school that boy has been in, has hardened 
his heart? Has he grown prematurely worldly-wise and 
selfish ? Will he turn gruffly away Irom that penniless, 
Tom Thumb audience, or will he give them a graluiious 
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tune 1 God be tJiaaked, tis childisli heaj^t yet beats warm 
and true under that tattered jacket. Ho smiles sweetly on. the 
eager gfoup, and strikes up " Lang Syne." Other than mortal 
ears are listening! Iliat deed, unnoticed ty the hurrying 
Broadway ihi-ong, is noted by the Recording Angel. " Inas 
much as ye have done it unto one of the least of these, yc have 
done it unto Me." 

Sunshine again ! drippiag awnings and sloppy pavements, 
There 's a man preadiing an outdoor temperance sermon ; what 
a bungling piece of work he makes of it! If he would lendnne 
that pro tern barrel-pulpit I 'd astonish him, and take the feather 
out of "Miss Lucy Stone's" bonnet. 

Let us cross the Park. There 's an Irishman seateil on the 
withered grass, witJi his spade beade him, leaning wearily 
against- that leafless tree. I wonder is he ill? I must walk 
tliat way and speak to him. What a sudden diange comes 
over his rough face ! it looks quite beautiful. Why do his eye? 
kindle 1 Ah, I see : a woman approaches from yonder path; 
now slie seats herself beside him, on the graM, and drawing the 
cover from a small tin kettle, she bends over the steaming con- 
tents, and says, with a smile, that is a perfect heart-warmei-, 
" Dear Dennis ! " Oh, what a wealth of love in those two sim- 
ple words ; what music in that voice ! Who says hunian na- 
ture is all depravityt Who says this earth is hut a charnel- 
house of withered hopes? Who says the "Heart's Ease" 
springs never from the rock deft ? Who says it is only on 
pati-ician soil ^e finer feelings struggle into leaf and bud and 
blossom? No — no — that humble, fliithful creature has ti'av 
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eled weaiy miles with needful food, that " Dennis " may waste 
no unnecessary time from labor. And there they sit, side by 
side, happy and "blessed in each other, deaf to the ceaseless tide 
of business and pleasure fiowuig past, blind to the superdlious 
gaze of the pompous millionaire, the curious stare of pampered 
beauty, the derisive laugh of " Young America," wid the little 
romance they have set my brain a-weaying ! What a pretty 
episode amid all this Babel din ! Wliat a delicious little bit 
of nature midst this fossil hearted Gotham ! 

How true — how beautifid the words of Holy Writ ! "Het- 
ter is a dinner of herbs, wh^re love is, than a stalled ox, and 
hatred therewith." 



What an immensely tall man ! he looks like a barber's polo 
in those serpentine pants. Why does he make those gyra- 
tions ? Why does he beckon that short man to his side ? 
Well, I declare ! everylhing comical comes to my net ! He 
has talcen out a slip of paper, and using the short man's head 
for a writing-desk, is scribbling off some directions for a porter 
in wailing ! The lamb-like non-resistance of the short man is 
only equalled by the cool im.pudence of the snribe ! What a 
picture for Hogarth ! 
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The fashionables are yet j-awning on tiidr pillows. Nobody 
13 abroad but the ■workies. So much the better. Omnibus 
drivers begin to pick up their early-brealtftst customers. The 
dear little children, trostful and rosy, are hurrying by to school, 
Apple women are arran^ng their stalls, and slyly polishing 
their iruit wiii an old etocldng. The sbopkeepers are pla^ng 
their goods in the most tempting light, in the store windows ; 
and bouquet venders, with their delidoua burdiens, have already 
taken their stand on t^e saloon and hotel steps. 

Here come that de-sodalized class, the New York busmess 
men, with tiieir hands thrust moodily into their coat pockets, 
thdr eyes buttoned fixedly down to the sidewalk, and *' the al- 
mighty dollar" written legibly all over them. If the automa- 
tons would but show some sign of life ; were it only by a whis- 
tle, I'm very sure the tune would be 

"I know c—San^l" 

See that pretty little couple yonder, orouehecl upon the side- 
walk ? What have you thei-e, little ones "i Kve little, fal, 
roly-poly puppies, as I live, all heads and tails, curled up in that 
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comical old basket ! And you expect to get " a dollar apiece " 
for them ? Bleaa your dear little souls, Broadway is fiill of 
" puppies," wlio never " tring " anytUng but odious dgaj: smoke, 
that ever I could find out. Puppies are at a discount, my dar- 
lings. Peanuts are a safer investment. 

Here we are at Tiinity Church. I doubt if human lips with- 
in those walls ever preached as eloquently as those century 
grave-stones. How the sight of them involuntarily arrests the 
bounding footstep, and the half-developed plan of the scheming 
braid, and wakes up the slumbering immortal in our nature. 
How the eye turns a questioning glance from those moss^own 
graves, inward — then upward to the soft, blue heavens above 
us. How for a brief mo raent tlie callous iieart grows kindly, 
and we foiget the mote in our brothei''s eye^ and cease to re- 
pulse tie outspread palm of charity, and recognise the claims 
of a common brotherhood ; and thea how the sweeping tide 
comes rolling over us, and the clink of dollars and cents drowns 
" the stall small voice," and Eternity recedes, and Earth only 
seems tangible, and Mammon, and Avarice, and Folly rule the 
never returning hom-s. 

Now giffliee over the church-yard yonder into the street be- 
low. C3iolent and pestilence, what a aght ! flanked on one 
ade by the charnel-house, on the other by houses whose base- 
ments are groggerics and markets, and at whose every pane of 
glass may be seen a score of dirty feces : the middle of the 
street a quagmire of jelly-mud, four inches deep, on which are 
strewn, ad-infinitum, decayed potatoes and cabbage stumps, old 
bones and bonnets, mouldy bread, salt fish and dead kittem. 
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That pussy-eat New York corporation should be put on a diet 
of peppei-ed thundei- and gunpowder tea, and harnessed to a 
comet for mx montlia. I doubt if &vea tliea the old poppies 
would wake up. 

Do you see tiiat piece of antiquity playing the bi^ipe 1 
He is as much a fixture as your country cousin. There he 
sits, thi-ough heat and cold, squeedng out those horrible sounds 
with his skinny elbow, and keeping time with his nei'vous eye- 
winkers. He gets up his own prc^ramme, and is his own or- 
chesti-a, door-keeper and audience : nobody stops to listen, no- 
body fees iim, nobody seems to enjoy it so hugely as himself 

Who tallcs about wooden nutmegs in the hearing of Orotham 1 
Does a shower come up 1 Men start up as if by magic, with 
all-sized India rubbers for sale, and ragged little boys nudge 
youi- elbows to purdiase " clieap cotton umbrellas." Does the 
wind veer round south ? A stack of palm-leaf fens takes the 
place of the umbrellas. Have you the misfortune to trip upon 
the sidewalk? a bos of Russia salve is immediately unlidded 
under your nose. Do you stop to arrange your giuter boot ? 
whole strings of boot-koings are dangled before your aston- 
ished eyes. Do your looseaed waistbands remind you of the 
dinner hour ? before your door stands a man braudishing " pa- 
tent carving knives," warranted to dissever the toughest old 
rooster tiiat ever crowed over a hen harem. 

Speaking of liens — see ihat menagerie, in one of tfae hand- 
somest parts of Broadway, defeced by that blood and murder 
daub of a picture, representing eveiy animal that ever flew oi' 
(rotted into Noah's ark, beside a few that the good old gentle- 
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mti.i i never undertook to perpetuate. Sec them lashing their 
tails, bristling their maues, ploughing the air and t^^itig high 
ahove flieir incensed homs, tbat distracted gory biped, whose 
every iadividual hair is made to stand on end mth horror, and 
his coat-tail astonishingly to perpendicularize. Countrymen 
stand agape while piokpocltets lighten them of llioir purses ; 
innocent little children, -wili saucer eyes, shy to the furfher 
edge of the sidewalk, and hurry home with an erahryo night- 
mare in iiieir frightened craniums. " Jonathan " pays his 
" quarter," and is astonished to find upon entering, a very tame 
collection of innocent beasts and beasteases, guiltless of any in- 
tention to growl, unless poked by the long pole of curiosity. 
IHssatisfied, he descends to the cellar, to see the elephimt, who 
holds a sleepy levee, for all who feel inclined to pack his trunk 
with the apples and cake, which a shrewd stall-keeping Yankee 
in the comer disinterestedly advises them, to buy, "jtist to see 
how the critter eats." 

Well; two-headed calves, one-eyed bufialoes, skeleton os- 
triches, and miles of serpents, are every day matters ; but yon- 
der is an announcement that " Two Wild Men from Borneo " 
may be seen within. Now that interest'^ me. " They have the 
fecidty of speech, but ar d fi n n memory," Bless me, 
you don't mean to & y ti h li tie Hop o' my Thumbs 
have the temerity to ca 1 h m&e Men?" little humbug, 

pocket editions. But wha p ty h mbs they have, and how 
they shiver in this cold climate, spite of tlie sUk and hidia-rubber 
dress they wear under tliose little tights. "The youngest weighs 
only twenty-sevrai, the eldest thirty-four pounds;" so the keeper 
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says, who, forming a drdo, laya one hand on tlie head of each, and 
commences his stereotyped, menagerie exordium, oblivious of 
commas, colons, semi-colons, periods or breath ; adding at the 
close, that tlie Wild Men will how shake hands with any child 
who may be pr^ent, but will always bile an adull." Nothing 
like a barrier to make femininity leap over. I 'm bent upon 
having the first " adult " shake. The keeper says, " Better not^ 
Ma'am," (showing a scar on his finger,) " liey bit that een-armost 
(o flie bone," Of course, snapping at masculinity, is no proof 
to me of Iheir unsusceptibility to feminine evangelization; on 
the contrary. So, taking a cautious patrol around the interest- 
ing little savages, I hold out my hand, Allah be praised ! they 
take it, and my five digits still remain at the service of printers 
and publishers ! 

21b 
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CITY SCENES AND CITY LITE. 



What a nOTer-eeasing IjcH-jingling, what a stampede of ser- 
TBJits, what a continuous dumping down of hig trunks; what 
transits, what exits, what a miniature world is a hotel ! Paaio- 
raina-like, the scene shite each hour ; your vis-a-vis at bi'eak- 
fast, eopptng, tea to one, in the Booliy Mountains. How de- 
lightful your unconseiousnesa of wliat you are foreordained to 
eat for dinner ; how nonchalantly in the morning you handle 
toofli-brusli Mid head-brush, certaia of a cup of hot coffee when- 
ever you see fit to make your advent. HowecientifieaUy your 
fire is made, without any unnecessary tattooing of shovel, tongs 
and poker. What a chjHn-h'ghtning answej; to your bell sam- 
mons; how oblivious is "No. 14" of your existence; how 
indifiereat is " No. 35 " whether you sneeze six or seven times 
A day ; how convenient are the newspapers and letter-stamps, 
obtainable at the derk's office ; how digestible your food ; how 
oonrfortable your bed, and bow never-ti>-be^uificiently-enjoyed 
the general letralone-ativeness. 

Avaunt, ye lynx-eyed "private boarding-houses," with your 
two slip-shod Irish servants ; your leaden bread, leiitlier pies, 
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ancient fowls, bad gravies, oinnium. gathevum bread puddings, 
and salt fish, imd cabbage perfumed entries ; yciir w^ing-day 
" hashes," your ironing-day " stews," and all your otter " cqhi- 
forts of a home " (1) hot explicitly set forth in your advertise- 



Kat-tat, mt-tatrtat ! what a fury that old gentleman seems to 
be io. Whoever occupies No. 40, must either be deaf or 
without nerves. Eat-tat! what an obstinate human! there 
he goes agmn ! ah, now tiie door opens, and a harmless- 
looking olet^maa glides past him, down tiie stairs. Too late 
— too late, papa — the koot is tied ; no use in maliiig a fuss. 
Just see that pretty little bride, blushing, crying, and clinging 
to her boy husband. Just remember the time, sir, when the 
"auld wife" at tome made yow thrill to the toes of your boots; 
remembei- bow perfectly oTjIivioua you were of guide-boards 
oi' mile-slonea, when you went to see hei-; how you used t« 
hug and kiss lier little brother Jun, though he was tlie ugliest, 
mischievous-cat little snipe in Christendom ; how you used to 
read books for hours upside down, and how you wondered what 
people meant by c^ing the moon " cold ; " how you wound 
up your watch half-a^ozen times a day, and had ii't the slightest 
idea whether you were eatmg geese or grindstones for dinner ; 
how affectionately you codded to Mr. Brown, of whom her &. 
ther bought his groceries ; how complacently you sat out the 
minister's sevenlJa-lie by her side at eliurch ; how wolfy you felt 
if any other piece of broadcloth approached her ; how devoutly 
you wished you were that little bit of blue ribbon ix)nnd her 
throat; rnd how, one moonlight night, when she laid her head 



.■..Google 



against your vosfc-pattoni, you did n't care a mint-julep 

wheilier the ^or over got paid for it or not ! Now, ]w,t lina- 
ge her papa, stepping in and deliberately turning all Ifutt 
cream fo vinegar ; -would n't you have effqi-vesced 1 Certainly, 

See that Kttle army of tioots in the entry outside the doors. 
May I need a pair of spectacles, if one of their owners has a 
decent foot ! No. 20 turns his toes in. No. 30 treads over at 
the side ; No. 40 has a pedestal like an elephant Stay ! — 
there 's a pair now — Jupiter ! what a high instep ! what a 
temper that man has! wonder if those are married hoofs? 
Heaven help Mrs. Boots, when her husband finds a bittton mJs- 
MDg ! It striltes me that I should like to 7nis-maie all those 
boots, and view, at a respectful distance, the young tornado in 
the entry, when the gong sounds ! 

Oh, you cunning little curly-headed, fairy-footed, dim- 
ple-liml>ed pet ! Who is blessed enough to own you? Did 
you Imow, yon little Immaii blossom, that I was aunt to all the 
children in creation 1 Tour eyes are as blue as tlie violets, and 
your little pouting lip might tempt a bee from a rose. Did 
marttma make yon that dainty little kirtlel and papa find yow 
that horsewhip "i 

" Papa is dead, and mamma, in dead, too, Mamma «an'l. 
see Charley Miy more." 

Giod bless your sweet helplessness ! creep into my ixnas, 
Charley. My darling, you are never alone ! — ^mamma's sweet, 
tender eyes look lovingly on Charley out of Heaven ; mam- 
ma's bright angel wings ever overshadow litde Charley's head 5 
I and the holy stars keep watch over Charley's sliim 
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bcrs. Mamma sings a sweeter song wheii little Charley says 
8 prayer. Going ? — weO, then, one kisa ; for sure I am, the 
angels will want you before long. 

What is that 1 A siels genttemaa, borne in on a litter, from 
shipboard. Poor fellow ! how sunkea are his great dark eyes ! 
bow emaciated his limhs! What can ail him? Nobody 
knows; not a word of English can he spealc ; and the captain 
is already off, too happy to rid faimself of aJl responsibility. 
Lucky for the poor invalid that our gallant host has a heart 
warm and true. How tenderly ho lifts the invalid to his room. ; 
how expeditiously he dispatches his orders for a Spanish doctor 
and nurse; how imploringly the sufferer's speaking eyes are 
fastened wpon his face. Ah ! Death glided in at yonder door 
with the sick man ; his grasp is already on his heart ; the doc- 
tor stands aside and folds his haads — there's no work for him 
to do ; dark shadows gather round the dying stranger's eyes ; 
he presses ieebly the hand of his humane host, and gasps out 
the last flutteriiig breath on that manly heart. StrMige hands 
are busy closing his eyes ; strange hands straighten his limbs ; 
a stiange priest comes all l«o lat« to shrive the sick man's soul; 
atrange eyes gaze carelessly upon the featm-os, one glimpse of 
whidi were worth Cfolconda's mines to far-off kindred. Now 
the nndei'taker comes with the coffin. Touch him gently,mai! 
of business ; lay those dark loolts tenderly on the satin pillow ; 
hear you not a &r-off wail from sramy Spain, as the merry song 
at the vintage feast dies upon the lip of the stricken-hearted 1 



.■..Google 



CITY SCENES AND CITY LIFE. 



BARNUM'S FOUITEY SHOW. 

Defend my ears ! Do you suppose Noah had to put up 
with such a cackling aiid crowing as tliis, iu his ark ? I trust 
ear-trumpets are obeap, for I stand a chance of becoming as 
deaf as a husband, when liis wife asks him for money. 

I have always hated a rooster ; whether from his percli, be 
fore dayliglit, he shrilly, spitefijlly, and unnecessariiy, reralled 
me from ]-osy dreams to stupid realilJes ; or when s&olling at 
the head of Us hang-dog looking seraglio of hens, he stood 
poised on one foot, gaang back at the meek procession with an 
air that s^d, as jUaia as towering crests and tail feathers could 
Bay it — " Stir a foot if you dare, till J give you tJie signal ! " — 
at which demonsti'atioii, I looked insKncllvely about, for a big 
stone, to take the nonsense out of him ! 

Save lis, what a crowd ! There are more onions here than 
patchouli, more worsted wrappers than Bmmmel neeli-t Jes, and 
more brogans than patent leather. Most of the visitors gaze 
at the perches, tlirongh barn-yard spectacles. For myself, I 
don't care an egg-shall, whether that old " Shanghiu " knew who 
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her grandfiither was or not, or whether those " Dorkings " were 
ever unprudent enough to let their young afFccl^ons rove &om 
their native roost. Yankee eyes were made to Ije used, and the 
first obsej^atjon mine talte, is, that tliose gentlemen fowla seem 
to have reversed the order of thmgs here in New York, being 
very superior in point of beauty to the femimaes. Of course 
they know it. See them strut ! There never was a masculine 
yet whom you could enlighten on audi a point. 

Now, were I a hen, (which, thank the parish register, I am 
not,) I would cross my ciaws, succumb to fliat tall Polander 
with his crested helmet of black and white feathers, and share 
his demonstrative perdi. 

Oh, yon pretty little " carrier doves ! " I couJd find a use for 
yOTi. Do you ever tap-tap at the wrong -vrindow, you little 
aiow-fl^ea 1 Have you learned Ihe secret of soaiiag above 
the heads of your enemies? Are you impregnable to bribe.'?, 
in the shape of feed ? 

There 's an Eagle, fierce as a Hospodar. Bird of Jove ! 
that you should stay caged in the tantalizing vicinity of those 
&t little bantams ! Try tJie strength of your pinions, grim old 
fellow; call no man jailor; turn your bacli on Bamum, and 
stare the sun out of countenance t 

Observe with what aristocratic nondialance those ealmou- 
colored pigeons sit thdr perch! See that ruffle of feathers 
about their dignified Elizabethan throala. I am not at aJl sure 
that 1 should have intruded into their regal presence, without 
bemg heralded by a court page. 

Do you call djose two moving bales of wool, sheep? Hur- 
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B2S CITY SCBNEe AHD CITY LIFE. 

rah for " Ayrshire " ferming ! Fleece six inehes deep, and 
the animals not half grown. ComfortaWe looldng January-de 
fiers, may your shearing be mercifully postponed fill the dog 

Pigs, too ? petite, white and frisky ; two hundred doDai-s e 
pair ! P-h-e-w ! and such pretty little gaiter hoofs to be had 
in Broadway ! Disgusting little porkers, don 't wink your pink 
eyes at my Jewish resolution. 

Poppies for sale? long-eared and short-eared, sha^y and 
shaven, hobtailed — curtailed — and to be re-tailed ! Spaniel 
terrier and embryo Newfoundland. Ho ! ye unappropriated 
spinsters, with a superfluity of long evenings — ye forlorn bach- 
elors, weary of solitude and boot-jacks, listen to these yelping 
applicants for your yearning affections, and " down with the 
dust." 

" Nelly for sale, at twenty dollaj;s," Poor little antelope ! 
The gods send your soft, dark eyes an appreiaative purchaser. 
I look mto their huniatt-Hke deplhs, and invoke for you the vel- 
vety, flower-bestrewn lawn, the silver lalte, in which your 
gracefijl limbs are miiTored as you stoop to dinnk, the leafy 
rihado of fret-work leaves in the panting noou-tide heat, and the 
watchful eye and caresang hand of some bright young crea- 
ture, to whom the eartli is one glad anthem, and whose sweet 
yonng life (Mke yours) is innocent and pure. 

Avaunt, pi-etentious peacocks, flaunting your gaudy plumage 
before our sated eyes. See that beautiful " Golden Pheasant," 
on whose plump little body, dad in royal ciimson, the sunlight 
lingei's so lovingly. See the silky fall of those flossy, golden 
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feathers about his ardiing neck. Glorious pheasant ! do you 
know that "a thing of beauty is a joy forever^" Make your 
home with me, and feast my pen-weary eyes : flit hefore me 
when the sunlight of happiness is douded in, Mid the gray, 
leaden clouds of sorrow overcast my sky ; perch upon my fin- 
ger ; lay your soft neck to lay dieek ; bring ma visions of a 
happier shore, where love is written, on the rainbow's ai'ch, 
heard in the siiver-tripping stream, seen in the hlossom-Iaden 
bough and bended blade, quivering under the weight of dewy 
gems, and hymned by the quiet stars, whose ever-moving har- 
mony is unniarred by the discord of envy, hate, or soul-blasting 
uiidiaritableness. Beautiful pheasant ! come, bring thoughts of 
beauty and peace to me ! 

— Loving Jenny Liad smiles upon us from yonder canvass. 
Would that we might hear her little Swedish chicken peep ! 
Not a semi-quaver careth the mothobird for the homage of 
the Old World or New. The artless clapping of little Otto's 
joyous hands, drowns all the ringing plaudits, wafted across tiie 
ocean. A Dead Sea apple is fame, dear Jenny, to a true 
woman's heart. Happy to have hung thy laurel wreath on 
Otto's little cradle. 
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TWO PICTURES. 

You will always se« Mrs. Judluns in her place at tlic sunrise 
prayer-meeting. She is secretary to the "Moral Reform," 
"Abolition," "BraBch Colporteur and Foreign Miaaon" Socie- 
ties. She is tract distributor, manager of an "Inlimt School," 
cuts out all the work for the Brown Steeple Sewing Qids ; 
belongs to the "Select Female Prayer Meeting;" goes to tie 
Friday night churdi meeting, Tuesday evening lecture, and 
Saturday night Bible Class, and attends tbree services ou Sun- 
day. Every body says, " What an eminent Christian is Mrs. 
Judltins ! " 

Mrs. Judkins' house and servants take care of themselves. 
Her little boys run through the neighborhood, peeping iato 
grocery and provision stores, loitering at the street crniers, and 
throwiiig stones at tiie passers-by. Hei husb-md comes home 
to a disorderly house, eats indigestible dinnei-s, aad returns to 
his gloomy countuig-room, sighhig thit hia hard earnings are 
wasted, and his children neglected; and sneering at the )«/i^soM 
which brings forth such q^uestionahle fruits. 
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Mrs. Brown is a cliurdi member. Mrs. Judkins has called 
upon her, and iDrought the tears into her mild bhie eyes, by 
telling her that she in particular, and the church ia general, have 
been pained to notice Mra. Brown's absence from the vaiious 
religious gatheiiugs aad societies above mentioned ; that it ia 
a matter of great grief to them, that she is so lukewarm, and 
does not enjoy religion as much as they do. 

Mrs. Brown has a sickly infimt ; her husband (owing to sad 
reverses) is in but indifferent dreumstanoes ; they have but one 
inexperienced servant. All the household outgoings and incom- 
ings, must be carefully watched, and looked alter. ITie little 
wmling infent is never out of the maternal arms, save when its 
short slumbers give her a momentary reprieve. Still, the 
little house is in perfect order. The table tastefiil and tempt- 
ing, although the hill of fere is unostentatious ; the children 
are obedient, respectfiil, happy and well eared for. Morning 
and evening, amid her varied and pres^g cares, she bends the 
knee in secret, to Him whom her maternal heart reccgnizes as 
" My Ijord and my God." No mantle of dust shrouds the 
" Holy Book." The sacred homehold altar flame nevei- dies out. 
Little dimpled hands are reverently folded ; little lips lisping 
say, " Our Fathei-." Half a day on each returning Sabbath, 
finds the patient mother in her accustomed place in the sanctu- 
ary. At her hearth and by her board, the holy man of God 
hath smiling welcome. "Her children rise up aad call her 
blessed ; her husband also, and he praiseth her ; " while on high, 
the recording angel hath written, " S/ie hath done wliat she 
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FEMININE WAITERS AT HOTELS. 

" Somo gf nur laaajHg hotal-teepars are consiacring tlie pollcj of omplojing [•> 
male waitera.*^ 

Good news for you, psor pale-faced sennistrcs&es ! Throw 
yoiir thimbles at the heads of your peaiirious employers ; put 
on your neatest and plainest dress ; see that your feet and fin 
gers are immaculate, and then rush en masw for the situation, 
ousting every white jacltet ia Yankeedom. Stipulate with your 
employers, for leave to eaiTy Jii the pocket of your French 
apron, a pbtol loaded vvith cranberry sauce, to plaster up the 
mouth of the first coxcomb who considers it necessary to pre- 
fece his request for an omelette, with "JKy deea-.'" It is my 
opinion that one such hint wiU be sufficient ; if not, you can 
vary the order of exerdses, by smointing him with a " hash 
plate of soup " at dinner. 

Always malse a moustache wait twice as long as you do a 
man who wears a clean, presentable Up. Should he undertalte 
to expedite your slippers by " a foe," tell him. that hotel bills 
are generally settled at the clerk's office, except by veiy ver- 
dant travelers. 

Should you see a woman at the feible, digging down to the 
bottom of the salt cellar, as if the top stratum were too plebe 
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iau ; or orderbg niEety-mue meaaes (turning aside from eadi 
wilh affected airs of disgust,) or rolling up the whites of her 
eyea, declaring that she never sat down to a dinner-table iMfore 
minus "finger glasses," you may be sure that her aristocralie 
blood is nourished, al home, on herrings and brown bread. 
When a mosculifle comes in with a white vest, flashy neck-tie, 
extraordinary looking plaid trousers, several yards of gold chain 
festooned over his vest, and a mainmotJi seal ring on his little 
finger, you may be sure that his tailor and his laundress are 
both on the anxious seat; and whenever you see travel era 
of either sex peregrinating the country m then- "best bib and 
tucker," you can set them down for unmitigated " snobs," for 
high-bred people can't afford to be so extravagant ! 

J dare say you 11 get sick of so much pretension and hum- 
bug. Never mind ; it is better than to be stitching yourselves 
into a consumption over six-penny shirts ; you 11 have your 
fim out of it. This would be a horridly stupid world, if every 
body were senable. I ihank my stars every day, for the share 
of fooh a liind Providence sends in my way. 
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LETTER TO THE EMPRESS EDSENIA. 

A pAEiB IjEtt^b sayis;— Lftd/ MDiiJiji>liBa left Ptaia forSpAliL She was ex- 
tremely detironB ot temsiniDg and llTlng in tbereficotioa of her daughter's gmndcar, 
hat LonlB Napoleeni who shares in tiie general pr^udlue ^ainet step-motbere, gave 
bet pWnly to underslana, that because ha bar! maniea Bngenla, she mnrt not eap- 
pose he had married hor whole iSmilj-. She was allowed to linger Els weefea, tohave 
(be entrde of the Tuilerica, mid to see her mofemenCa ohronleied in the Fivs, Bbe 
t»s at iMt left ns, and the telegr^h menHons her atriTal at Orleans, on her way t6 
the Feniumla. 

Thebb Teba ! did not I say you would need all those two- 
Aouaand-frano pockefc-hanclkerchiefe before your orange wreath 
had begun to give agns of wilting 9 "Why did you let your 
mamma go, you little simpleton? Before Nappy secured your 
neck in the matrimonial noose, you should have had it put 
down, in blaelc and white, that Madame Montijo was to live 
with you till — the next revolution, if jou chose to have her. 
Now you have struck your colors, of course everything will 
"go by the board." I tell you Teba, that a fool is the most 
unmanageable of all beiogs. He is as do^ed and perverse as 
a broken-down donkey. You can neither goad nor coax him 
uito doing any thmg he should do, or prevent his domg what he 
should not do. You will have to leave Nappy and come over 
here ; — and then everybody will nudge somebody's elbow and 
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say, "Tliiit is Mrs. Teba Napoleon, who does not live with her 
hiishaad." And some will say it is yourfiiult; and others will 
say 'lis his ; and all will tell you a world more ahout it, than 
you can tell them. 

Then, Mrs, Samuel Snip (who has the next room to yours, 
who murders the king's English most ruthlessly, and is not 
quite certain whether Baraum or Christopher Columbus dis- 
covered America,) will have her PauJ Pry ear to the keyhole 
of your door about every other minute, (except when her hus- 
band is on duty,) to find out if you are properly employed ; — 
and no matter what Mrs, Snip learas, or even if she does not 
learn anything, she will he pretty certain to report^ tliat, in her 
opinion, you are "no better than you should be." If you dress 
well (with your splendid form and carriage you could not but 
seem weil-drossed) she will " wonder how you got the means 
to do it"; prefacing her remark with the self-evident truth 
that, " to be sure, it is none of her business." 

If you let your little Napoleon get out of your taght a min- 
ute, somebody will have him by the pinafore and put him 
through a catechism about his mamma's mode of living and 
how she spends her time. If you go to diurch, it will be "to 
show yourself;" if you stey at Lome, "youare a publican and 
a sinner," Do what you will, it will all be wrong : if you do 
notliing, il; will be stall worse. Our geatlemen (so called) 
knowing that you are defenceless and taltmg it for granted that 
your name is " Barkis," will all stare at you ; and the women 
will dislilio and abuse you just in proportion as tlie opposite 



.■..Google 



TEK TO THE EUPBEBS ] 



eex admire you. Of course you will sweep past tfiem all, with 
that magnifieent iigure of yours, and your legal chin up in the 
air, quietly attending to your own buslnesa, aad e 
conscious of their pigmy esistence. 
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MUSIC IN THE NATUKAL WAY. 

How often, when wedged in a heated concert room, an- 
noyed by the creaking of myriad fiine, and tortured optically, 
by the glare of gas-light, have I, with a gipsey longing, wished 
that tiie four walls might be razed, leaving only the blue sky 
over my head, that the tide of music might unfettered flow 
over my soul. 

How often, when dumb with delight^ in the midst of some 
scene of surpassing natural heauty, have I silently echoed the 
poet's words ; 



My dream was all realized at a promenade concert at Qis- 
tle Garden, last night Sliall I ever forget it 1 That glorious 
expanse of sea, glittering in the moonbeams; the little boats 
gliding smoothly over its polished surface; the cool, evening 
zephyr, fenning the brow wooingly ; the music — soothing — 
thrilling — then quickening the pulse and stirring the blood, 
like the sound of a trumpet; then, that rare boon, a compan- 
ion, who had the good taste to be dnmh, and not disturb my 
trance. 

There waa one drawbacli. After the doxology, I noticed 
92b O 
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om n tt f fict wretches devour nc; i e crein s Mi no 
prest lie fo d to give tLem absolitioa I mdule "d o in 
this nath na, those ever-to-be-avoided masc li le* ^^ ho then 
ai d th puff 1 igar smoke in my ft e 11 d the moon a 
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rOR LADIES THAT "GO SHOPPING." 

Matrimony aud the toothache may be survived, but of all 
the evOs feminity is heir to, defend me from a shopping excur- 
Kon. But, alas 1 bonnets, shoes and liose will wear out, and 
shop-lceepers will chuckle over the sad necessity that places the 
unliappy owners within their dry-goods clutches. Felidtous 
Mrs. Figleaf! why taste that Paradisical apple? 

Some victimised females frequent the stores where soiled 
9 are skillftUly announced as selling at an 
" by their public-spirited aad disintercbted 
owners. Some courageously venture into more elegant estab 
lishments, where (he claim, of the applicant to notice, is meas- 
ured by the costliness of her apparel, and where the clerks poise 
their eye-glass at any plebeian shopperess bold enough to ioquire 
for silk under six dollars a yard. Others, still, are tortured at 
the counter of some fussy old bachelor, who always ties up, 
with distressing ddiberation, every parcel he takes down for iu- 
spectioi), before he can open another, and moves round to exe- 
cute your orders as if Mt Atlas were fiisteued to his heels ; or 
perhaps get petrified at the store of some snap-dragon old maid, 
whose victims serve as escape-valves for long years of bile, en- 
gendered by Cupid's overwghta. Meanwhile, the vexed ques- 
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tiuii is efaU unsolved, Where can the penance of shopping be 
performed with the least possible wear and tear of patience and 
prunella? The answer seems to me to be contained in six let- 
ters — " Stewart's." 

" Siewarl's ?" 1 think 1 hear some old lady exclaim, drop- 
ping her knitting and peering over her speetaoles ; " Stewart's ! 
yes, if yon have tJie mines of California to baclt you." Now 
1 have a profound respect for old ladies, as I stand self-pledged 
to join that respectable body on the advent of my very first 
gray hair ; aldll, with due deference to tlieir catnip and penny- 
royal experience, 1 conscientjonsly repeat — '^ Slewarfs" 

You may stroll tlirough his rooms free to gaze and admire, 
without being annoyed by an impertinent clerk dogging your 
footsteps ; you can take np a &bric, and examine it, without 
teiug bored by a statement of its immense superiority over 
every article of the kind in the market, or witliout being deaf- 
ened by a detailed account of the enormous sums that the 
mushroom aristocracy have considered themselves but too hap- 
py to expend, in order to secure a dress irom. that veiy desira- 
ble, and altogether unsurpassed, aad unsurpassable, piece of 
goods! 

You can independently say that an article does not exactly 
suit you, though your husband may not stand by you with a 
drawn sword. You will encounter no ogling, no imperfmeiit 
cross-quesiiomng, no Uttering whispers, from (he quiet, well- 
bred clerics, who attend to their own bu^ness and allow you to 
attend to yours, 

Tis true that you may see at Stewart's, cobweb laces an jndi 
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or two wide, for fifty or one hundred dollars a yard, which ma- 
ny a brainless butterfly of fashion is supremely happy in sport, 
ing : but at the very next counter you may suit yoursei^ or 
your coiuitjy cousin, to a axpency calico, or a sliilling de laine ; 
and, what is better, be quite as Buie that her veidiiit queries 
win be as respectfully answered as if Iireiied Pompey stood 
wdting at the door to hand her to hei cirmge 

You can go into the silk department, where bv i soft de- 
scending light, you will sea dinner drestes that lero nd you of 
a shivered rainbow, for passd married ladies who long since 
ceased to celebrate their birtli-days, aad who keep iheir bud- 
ding daughters carefully immured in the nursery : or, at the 
same counter, you can select a modest silk for your minister's 
wife, at six shillings a yard, that will cause no heart-bumiiiga in 
the most Aigus-eyed of Paul Pry parislies. 

Then if you patronise those ever-to-be-abominated and al- 
ways-to-be-shunned nuisances called partis, where fools of both 
sexes gather to criticise their host and hostess, and cut up clia- 
raetcrs and confecfjonary, you can step into that little room 
from which day-light is excluded, and select an evening di-ess, 
61/ gas-light, upon the effect of which you can, of course, de-. 
pend, and to Trhich artistic arrangement many a New York 
belle has probably owed that much prized possession — her 
" last conquest" 

Now, if you please, you can go info the upholstery-room 
and fnniidi your nursery windows with a dieap set of plain 
iiuen curtains ; or you can expend a small fortune in regal crim- 
soii, or soft-blue damask drapery, for your drawing-room ; and 
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342 LADIES THAT "go snoppiKG." 

without trouUmg yourself to tlu'ead the ncver-eiidiug streets of 
Gotliam for an upholsteress, can have them made by competent 
persons in the upper loft of the huilding, who will also drape 
them faultlessly about your windows, should you so desire. 

Now you can peep info the cloak room, and bear away on 
your graceful shoulders a six, twenty, thirty, or four hundred 
dollar cloak, as the length of your husband's purse, or your own 
fency (which in these degenei-ate days amounts to pretty much 
the same thing) may suggest 

Then there is the wholesale department, where you will se« 
shawls, hosiery, ilaunels, calicoes, and de laines, suffident to stock 
all the nondesaipt country stores, to aay nothing of city con- 
sumption. 

Now, if yoa ai-e not weaiy, you can descend (umJer ground) 
into the cai-pet department, fi-om whence you can hear the in- 
cessant roll of full-frdghted onmibuses, the ceaseless tramp of 
myriad restless feet, and aJl the busy trmn of out-door life 
naade audible in all the dialects of Babel. Here you can see 
every variety of carpet, fi'om the homespun, impi'etending 
straw, oU doth, and Kidderminster, to the gorgeous Brussels and 
tapestry, (above whose traceried buds and flowers the daintiest 
foot might well poise itself, loth to crush,) up to the regal Ax- 
minster, of Scottish manufecture, woven without seam, and 
warranted, in these days of late suppers and tobacco smoking, 
to last a lijk-time. 

J£mei^ing from this subterranean region, you will ascend into 
daylight, and reflecting first upon all thn immense outlay, and 
then upon tlio fi-cqucnt and devaslatlig conllynlitns m New 
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York, inquire with solicitude, Are you insured? and regret to 
leam tliat tliere is too mudi risk to effect an entire iiisurancCj 
altliough Argus-eyeiil watchmen keep up a nightand-day patrol 
throughout the handsome building. 



.■..Google 



MODERN IMPROVEMENTS. 

DBRN impi-ovemeuta?" I wonder where they are? 
is the fesiiiouable cloalts, that taJte leave of their shiv- 
ering owners at the hips ; or the long sltirts, whose muddy 
triuns every passing pedestrian pins to the sidewallc ; or tlie 
LiUiputimi bonnets, that never a string in shop-doin can Iceep 
within hailing distance of the head; or the flowing sleeves, 
toough which the winter wind plays around the ai-m-pits ; or 
tha hreak-neck, high-heeled hoots, which some little, dumpy 
feminine has introduced to gratify her rising ambition, and ren- 
der her tall sisters hideous ; or the gas-lit^ fiunace-heated houses, 
in which the owners' eyes are extinguished, and their skina 
dried to a parchmeat; or, perhaps, it is the chimihes, of such 
cathedral dimness, that the clergyraaa must have candles at 
noonday, and whei-e the congregation are forbidden to express 
their devotion by anging, and forced to listen to the trills and 
quavers of some sdentifie stage mountohank ; or pei'haps 'tis 
the brazen in-everence with which Young America jostles aside 
gray-headed Wisdom : perhaps the comfoitless, forsaken fire- 
side of the " strong-minded woman :" perhaps, the manly gos- 
sip, whose repetition of some baseless rumor dims the bright 
eyes of defenceless innocence with tears of anguish ; perhaps 
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the schools, where a superficiitl sho%v of brilliancy on eshl- 
bition days, is conadered the ne plus ulti-a of teaching : perhaps 
it is the lime-serving eiei^man, whose tongue is fettered by a 
monied dique ; perhaps, the lawyers who lie — under a mi* 
take! — perhaps it is the doctor, whom I saw yesterday at Aunt 
Jerusha's sick-room, a little thing with bits of feet, aiid mindug 
voice, and hly-white hands, and periiuned moustache. I wanted 
to inquire what fuled Jerasha, so I wtuted to see him. I wanted 
to ask him how long it would take him to cure her, and if he 
preferred pills to powders, blisters to plasters, oat-meal to 
barley-giTiel, wine-whey to posset, an-ow-root to farina, and a 
few such little things, you know. He stai-ed at me over his 
didcy, aa if I had been an unevangelized kangaroo ; tliea he 
sidled up to Jeiusha, pryed cpe!i her mouth, and said "humph" 
— in Latiri. Then he crossed his legs, and rolled up the whites 
of his eyes at the ceiling, as if he exiieeted some Escitlapian hand 
writing on tlie wall to enliglitea him as to the seat of Aunt Je- 
msha's complaint. Then, he drew ii'om his pocket a box with 
a whole miay of tiny bottles ; aad uncorking two of them ha 
nipped out a h'ttle white speck from each, which he dissolved 
in four quarts of water, atid told Jerusha " to take a drop of 
the water once iu eight hours." Tom Thumb and Lilliput ! he 
might as well have tried to salt the Atlantic Ocean with a wid- 
ower's tear ! He should be laid gently on a lily lea^ and con- 
signed to the first stray zcphj^. 

Ab, you should have seen our good, old-fashioned Dr. Jalap ; 
with a fist like a sledge-hammer, a tramp like a war-horse, and 
a laugh that would puzzle an echo. He was n't ponunotjs of 
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his pliy&ic : he did n't care a pin how much he put down your 
throat — no, nor the apothecary either. He pill-ed and po- 
tioned, and emetic-ed, sntl blistered, and plastered, (ill yon 
were so transparent, that even John Mitcliell (and he's the 
shortest-sighted being aliye) Gould have seen through you. And 
then he braced you up with Iron and Quinine, till your mus- 
cles were like whip-cords, and your htur in a. bristle of kinks. 
He was humanJike, too ; he did n't stalk in as if Napoleon and 
the Duke of Wellington were boiled down to make his grand- 
father. No; he'd just as lief sit down on a Tsutter-ftrkiu as 
on a velvet loonge. He'd pick up Aunt Esther's knitting, 
needles, and talk to grandpa about Bunker Hill, and those tee- 
totally diseomfrizzled, bragging British, md offer grandma a 
pinch of snuff, and trot the baby, and stroke the cat, and go to 
the closet and eat up the pickles and doughnuts, and make him- 
self useful generally. ITe did n't have to stupefy his patients 
with ether, so that they need n't find out how olumsiiy he ope- 
rated. No ; it was quite beautifiil to sss) him tajte a man's 
head between his knees, and di-ag his double teeth out. He 
did n't write a prescription for molasses and water, in High 
Dutch ; he did n't teU you that you were hoolted for the river 
Styx, and he was the only M. D. in creation who could annihi- 
late the ferryman wmting to row you over. He did n't drive 
through the town wiUi his horse and gig, at lireak-neclc speed, 
just as meeting was out, as if life and death were hanging on 
his profitless chaiiot wheels : he did n't sticlc up over his door — 
" at home between nine and ten," as if that consecrated hour 
were all he could bestow upon a clamorous public, when ho 
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was angling in. vain for a patient every hour in the twenty-four; 
nor did he give littie boys shillings to rush into church, and call 
him out in tiie middle of the service. No : Dr. Jalap was not 
a " modern, improvement." 
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THE OLD MERCHANT WANTS A 
SITUATION. 

Kill engage la nny i-especlrtbJe ^^uplojmeiit Dot too laboiioua." — jV^ York UaUy 

I don't know the old man. I never saw him on 'chan^-e, in 
a fine suit of broadclotli, leaning on his gold-headed eaae; while 
brolccrs, aad insurance officers, and presidents of banks raised 
their hats deferentially, and the crowd respectfully made way 
for him. I never kept account of the enormous taxes he annu- 
ally paid the city, or saw bis gallant ships ploughing the blue 
ocean witli thdr costly freight, to foreign ports. I never saw him. 
IB his luxurious home, talcing his quiet siesta, lulled by the 
liqiud voice of his fiiiry daughter. No -. nor did I hear tlie auc- 
tioneer's hammer in that home, nor see the red flag floatmg, 
lilie a signal of distress, before the door. I did n't read the 
letter that recalled his only boy from college, or see the hum- 
bled family, as they passed, slirinking, over flie threshold, into 
poor lodgings, whose landlord coarsely stipulated for " a week's 
rent in advanee," 

" Any occupation not too M>ori<yas." How mournfully the 
old man's words laJl upon the ear ! Life to commence anew, 
with the silver head, and bent form, and Jalteiing step, and pal- 
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sied hand of aga ! With the &sfc ray of moniing light, that 
hoary tead must be lifted Irom an unquiet pillow, to encoun- 
ter the di-enchiiig rain, and driving sleet, and piercing cold. 
No reprieve fi'om that wearisome ledger, for the tliroLbing 
brow and dimmed eye. Beardless clerksnial!eajestof"theold 
boy ;" superciliously repealing, in his sensitive ear, their mu- 
tufJ master's orders. With them he meelsly receives his 
weekly pittsmce , sighing, a& he crimts it o^er to thinlv of the 
few comforts it will bnng to the drooping hearts at home 
Foot-weary, he ti'avels tliroughtheciowded "greets, histluead 
bare coat, and mpless hit "iid dyecled face, all ut noticed by 
tlis thriving young mtiLhont, whom the old man helped to his 
pi-esent prosperous Irasines? position The brrth-days ot his 
cMiciite daughter come aod go, all immiiked by the joy be- 
stowing gift. With trouble and exposure, silI nesj cornea at 
last : then, the tardy foot, and circless, professional touch of 
tiie callous-hoarted di=pen=arj doe'oi then {Le porr man's 
hearae stands betoio thu dooi , then wlulIs unheeded thiough 
bu^ streets, to fhe "Pottir's field" whle hia former cotem 
poraiies talie up the daily pjiper, and sifpmg the_r wme, say 
carelessly, as if they had a quitrclaim from sorrow, "Well, 
Old Smith, the broken-down millionaire, is dead." 

Ah, there are tragedies of which editors and printei-s little 
dream, woven in their dwly advertising sheets: the office boy 
feeds the fire with many a tear-blotted monuseript, penned by 
trembling fingers, all unused to toil. 



.■..Google 



A MOVING TALE. 

TiiK Smiths have just been moving. Tliey always move 
" for the last time," on the firstof'May, "Horrid custom!" 
exclaims Smith, wiping the perspiration from his brow, and 
pulling up his depressed dickey. "How my blooci curdles 
and nay bones ache, at the thought ! " It was on Tuesday, the 
third of May, that the afflicting rite was celebrated. Cartmen 
— four of them — -were engaged tlie Saturday previous, lo 
be on hand at six o'clock on Tuesday morning, to transport 
the household goods from the habitation of '52-3 to that of '53-4. 
Smith was to pay them three dollars each — twelve dollars in 
all. They would not come for a mil! less ; Smith tried them 
thoroughly. 

On Monday, Smith's house is turned into a sort of Bedlam, 
minus the beds. They are tied up, ready for the nest moming'a 
He^ra; the Smiths sleeping on the floor on Monday night. 
Smith can't sleep on the floor ; he grows restless ; he receives 
const-ant reminders from Mrs. Smith to take hia elbow out of 
lie baby's lace ; he has horrid visions and rolls about : there- 
fore, he is not at all surprised, on waking at cockiirow, to find 
hie head in the fire-place, and his hair powdered with soot. The 
occasion of his walking at that time, was a dream of an un- 
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pleasant nature. He di-eamed that be had rolled off the world 
backwaiiJs, aiid lodged in a thorn-bush. Of course, such a 
thing was slightly improbable ; but how could Smith be re- 
sponsible for a dream'! 

On Tuesdny morning, the Smiths are up with the dawn. 
The household being mustered, it is found tliat the servant gh-1, 
who had often averred that, " she lived out, just for a little ex- 
ercise," had deserted her colors. The grocer on the corner po- 
litely informs Smith, (whom Mrs. S. had sent on an errand of 
inquiry) that, on the night previous, the servaat left with him a 
message for her employers, to the effect that " she did n't con- 
a.der moving the genteel thing, at all ; and that a proper re- 
gard for her character and position in society, had induced 
her to get a ^tuation in tiie fomily of a gentleman who owned 
the house he lived in," 

This is severe ; Smith feels it keenly j .Mrs, Smitii leans her 
head against her husband's vest pattern, aad says "She is 
quite crushed," and " wonders how Smitii can have the heart 
to whistle. But, it is always so," she remarks. " Womai is 
the weaker vessel, and man delights to trample on her." 
Smith indignantly denies this sweeping assertion, imd says 
" he tramples on nothing ; " when Mrs, Smith, points to a band- 
box containing her best bonnet, which he has just put his foot 
through. Smith is silent 

The cartmen were to he on the premises at six o'docli:. Six 
o'elodt comes — half-past ax — seven o'clock — but no cart- 
men. Here is a dilemma! The successors to the Smiths are 
to be on the ground at eight o'clock ; and being on the ground, 
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352 A MOVING TALK. 

fliey will uatiirally wish to get i tu tiP ! c win 1 tli y 
cannot 'well do, unless the Sm ths are out of it. 

Smith takes a sui-vey of his fimituie with a t eling cf n 
tense disgust He wiahes his cumbrous g c Is weiE, ledu ed 
to the capacity of a carpet-bag ■which he eould pick up and 
walk away with. Tlie mirrors and pianoforte are his ^eo 'J. 
ayeraioH, The latter is a. fine instrument, with on EMnn at- 
tachment. He wishes it had a slienft s atfacbmeait , m ftct he 
would have been obliged to any officei who ahonll at that 
wretched moment, have sold out the whole eatablislmient^ 
at the most " ruinous sacrifice " e\ ci m a^med by an auction, 
eer's fertile " marvelousness.' 

— Half-past seven, aiid no L^aitroen jet 'What is to be 
done? Ah! here they come it list Snith la ntil a to 
know what excuse tliey will nike Vc dant Smith ' Thej 
make no excuse. They simply tell bim with an an ■which 
demanda his congratulations, that they pid ed up a nice job 
by iiio way, and stopped to do it. You see," sap the princi- 
pal, " we goes ia for all we can get, these times, and fiere 'a 
no use of anyboc'y's grumbling, Kase, you see, if one don't 
want us, oQOther will ; and it 's no fiiror for aaybody fo em- 
ploy us a week dthcr side the first of May." The rascal 
grim, as he says this ; and Smith, perceiving the strength of 
the cartman's position, wisely makes no reply. 

They begin to load. Just as they get fajrly at work, the 
Browns (the Smiths' successors) arrive, with an appalling dis- 
play of stoelc. Brown is a vulgar follow, who lias suddenly 
become rich, and whose ideas of manliness all center in bru 
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tality. He is furious becaiise the Smiths are OQt " dean gone." 
He " can't wait there, all day, in the street." He orders his. 
men to " carry the things into the house," and heads the column 
himself with a costly rocking-chsdr in his arms. As Brown 
comes up with his rockuig-chair, Smith, at the head of his men, 
descends, with a bureau, from the second floor. 

on the stairs, auct Smith 

" Thonglit tliat Erown woiJd eliaa iim," 

— but he did n't ! The consequence was, tliey came in collis- 
ion ; or, ratlier. Smith's bureau anc! Brown's rocking-chair came 
in collision. Now, said bureau was an old-&shioned, hard- 
wood affair, made for service, while Brown's rockiiig-difflr was 
a flimsy, showy fi.brie, of modern make. The meeting on tiie 
stdra occasions some squeezing, and more stumbling, and 
Brown suddenly finds himself and chair under the bureau, to 
die great injury of his person and his furniture. (Brown lias 
since recovered, but the case of the rockiuf^-chair is considered 
hopeless.) This discomfiture incenses the Browns to a high 
i3egree,and they detemr.ine to be as annoying as possible; so 
tliey persist in bringing their furniture into the house, and up 
s-tairs, as .the Smiths are carrying theire out of tto house, and 
down stairs. Collisions ai-e, of course, the order of the day ; 
but fie Smiths do not mind this much, as they have a great 
advantage, viz : ilieir furniture is not half so good as Brown's, 
After a few smashes. Brown receives ligtt on this point, and 
orders his forces to remain quiet, while the foe evacuates the 
23b 
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854 A MOVINQ TALK. 

pnse tlStikt I — [ miicii of their 

fumitir [ eces 

Th f rt f q t pe*.t 1 1 p ocession ; but 

h sj, u th i t tl t tl tu t re looks very 

h Lbj {and wh si- tur t loea t I k habby, piled on 
caits) &oth % tl pJtljfclahl street, lihat no 
nj tinf nmt&thhsfo carry the 

baby and alai^e mirror, tvMcIi Mrs. S. was afraid to trust to 
tbe cartmen, there being no insurance on either. It being a 
windy day, both the mirror and Smith's hat veer to all points 
of the compass, while the baby grows very red in the face at 
not being able to possess himself of them. Between the wind, 
"the miiToi', his luit and the baby. Smith has an unpleasant 
walk of it. 

About ten o'doek, iiiey arrive at thdr new residence, and 
find, to their horror, that dieir predecessors have t ot beg ui to 
move. They inquhe the reason. The femininn 1 ea 1 of the 
family informs them, with feara in her eyes, that bei 1 ibai d 
(Mr, Jonas Jenkins,) has been eiek in Washiigton f r fi\e 
weeks; that, in consequence of his affliction, tley }v,6 lot 
been able to provide a new tenement; that she is | te n ell, 
and that one of her children (she lias six) is ill, alt, thit-Jie 
don't know wliat is to become of them, &e., &c Smith sets 
his hat on the back of his head, ^ves a imnt tug at his neck-tie 
at>d confesses himself — quenched ! His furniture looks more 
odious every minute. He once felt much pride in it, but he 
feels none now : he feels only disgust The cartmen begin to 
growl out that they " can't stand here all day," and request to 
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bi! Infiirmcc! " where we shall drop the big traps." Ilercupon, 
Smitli ventures, with a ghastly attempt at a smile, to inquire 
irf Mrs. Jenkins why slie didn't tell hiin, ■when he called, on 
Saturday, of her inability to procure a house 1 To which tliat 
lady innocently replies that she did n't wish to give him any 
unnecessary trouble ! " which reply satisfies him as to Mrs. Jeu- 
kin's claim to force of intellect 

At this juncture, Smith falls into a profound reverie. He 
thialo that, after ail, Tourier is right — "that the Solidarity of 
the hiunan race is an entity ; " that " nobody can be happy, 
until everyboiJy is happy." He agrees with the great philoso- 
pher, that the " series distributes the harmonies." He realizes 
that " sodety is oi^anized (or, rather, disoi'gaiiized) on a wrong 
basis; " that it is m an " amorphous condition," whereas it should 
be " crystalized." With oar celebrated " dovm east " poet, 
Ethan Spike, Esq., he begins to tliiiik that, 

"The etarnal bung islooso." 

and that, unless it be soon tightened, there is danger that 

"Allnitferwmbospnt 

He comes to the conclusion, finally, that " something must be 
done," and that ispeedily, to " secure a home for eveiy family." 
At this point, he is ai-oused by his tormenters, the cartmen, 
who inform him tliat they are in a " Barkis " state of mind, 
(willin') to receive liheir twelve dollars. Smitli pays the money, 
and turns to examine the premises. He finds that Mrs. Jen, 
kins has packed all her things in the back "fakement and the 
aecojid-floor atting-room. Poor thing! she has done her best, 
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356 A MOVIKQ TALE. 

after all. She is in ill health ; her husband is sick, and away 
from liome; and her children are not well. God pity the un- 
fortunate who live in cities, especially ia the " moving season." 
But Smith ia a kind-hearted man. With a few exceptions, the 
Smiths are a kmd-heai-ted race — and that's probably the rea- 
son they are eo nnnaerous. 

Smith puts OR a cheerful countenance, and busies himself in 
arrranging his furniture. Mrs. Smith, kind soul, fcn^ets tiie 
destruction of her bandbox and bonnet, and cares not how long 
or how loud Smith whistles. Suddenly tJie prospect bright- 
ens ! Mrs. Jenldiis' brother-in-law appears, and announces that 
he has found rooms for her, a little higher up town. Cartmen 
are soon at the door, and the Jenkinses are on tiieir " winding 
way " to their new residence. 

• — But the Smiths' troubles are not yet over. The punters, 
who were to have had the house all painted the day before, 
have done nothing but leave their paint-pots in the hall, and a 
little Smithling, being of an investigating turn of mind, and 
hungry, withal, attempts to make a late breakfast off the con- 
tents of one of Ihem. He succeeds in eating enough to dis- 
gust him with his bill of Uwe, and frighten his manama into 
hysterics. A doctor is sent for -. he soon arrives, and, a&er 
attending to the mother, gives the j'oung adventui'er a fiicetious 
chuck under the chin, and pronounces Mm perfectly safe. The 
parents are greatly relieved, for Willy is a pet; and they con 
fidently believe him destined to be President of the United 
States, if they can only keep piuiit-pots out of his way. 
It takes the Smitiis some ten days to get " to rights." The 
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particulars of their fiirthei' annoyances — how the cai-pets 
did n't fit ; how the cartmen " lost the pieces ; " how the sofas 
could n't be made to look ratm-al ; how the pimioforte was too 
large to stand behind the parlor door, and too small to stand 
between the front windows ; howthe ceiling was too low, and tlie 
book-case too high; how abottle of indelible mk got into tlie bureau 
by mistake and " marked " all Mib. Smith's best dresses — I 
forbear to inflict on the reader. Suffice it to say, the Smiths 
are in " a settled state ; " although their apartments give signs 
of the recent maoifestalion of a strong disturbing force — re- 
roinding oae, somewhat, of a " settlement " slowly recovering 
fix)m the visitation of an earthquake, StiH, they are thankful 
for present peace, and arc determined, _posJilwe?y, not to move 
again — until next May, 
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THIS SIDE AND THAT. 

1 AM weary of this hollow show and glitter — weary of fash- 
ion's stereotyped lay-figures — weary of smirking fops and 
brainless belles, exchanging their small coin of flattery and their 
endless genuflexions : let us go out of Broadway — somewhei-e, 
anywhere. Turn round the wheel, Dame Fortun^ and show 
up the other side. 

"The Tombs!" — we never thought to be thei'e! neverthe- 
less, we are not to be frightened by a grated door or a stone 
wail, BO we pass in ; leaving behind the soft wind of this Indian 
summer day, to lift the autumn leaves as gently as docs a 
loving nurse her drooping child. 

We gaze info the narrow cells, and draw a long _breath. 
Poor creatures, tempted and tried. How many to whom the 
world now pays its homage, who sit in high places, should be 
in tJieir stead "i God knoweth. See them, with flieir pale feces 
pressed up against the grated windows, or pacing up and down 
their stone floors, like chamed beasts. There is a fittle boy 
not more than ten years old ; what has he done 3 

" Stolen a piur of shoes ! " 

Poor child ! he never heard of " Swartout." How should 
he know that he was put in there not for stealing, hut for do- 
ing il on go small a seals? 
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Hist ! Do you see tJiat figure seated in the farther corner 
of tliat cell, ■with his hands crossed on his knees "! His whole 
air and dress are those of a gentleman. Howeamesiicliaman 
as that here 1 

" For murder ?" How sad ! Ah ! somewhere ia the length 
and breadth of tlie land, a mother's heart is aching because she 
spared the rod to spoil the child. 

There is a coffin, untenanted as yet, but kept on hand ; for 
Death laughs at bolts and fetters, and many a poor ■wretch is 
borne struggling ■within these gloomy ■walls, only to be carried 
to his last home, ■while none but God may ever Itnow at whose 
fireside stands his vacant chair. 

And hers is a woman's cell. There are two or tiiree feded 
dresses hanging against the walls, and a bomiet, for ■which she 
lias little use. Her fi-iends have brought her some bits of car- 
peting, which she has spread over the etone floor, witli her 
womanly love of order, (poor thing,) to make the place look 
home-like. And there is a crucifix in the comer. See, she 
kneels before it ! May the Holy Virgin's blessed Son, who 
SMd to tlie sinning one, " Neither do I condemn thee," send into 
her stricken heart the balm of holy peace. 

Whoisthat? No! itcannolha — but, yes, it is he — and 
what a wreck ! See, he shriiilts away, and a bright flush chases 
the marble paleness from his cheek, God bless me! That 

R , should come to this ! Still, Intemperance, ■with her 

thousand voices, crieth '' Give ! give ! " and still, alas I it is the 
^fl^, and generous, and warm-hearted, who oflanest answer 
tha summons. 
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Moro cells 1 — but tliere is no bed in Lbem; only ii wooden 
platform, raised over the stono floor. It is for gutter drunk- 
ards — too foul, too loathsome to be placed upon a bed — 
turned ia here like swine, to wallow in the same slough. Oh, 
how few, who, ftstiveiy sipping the rosy wine, say " my mounr 
tain stands strong," e'er dream of sucli an end au this. 

Look there ! ti-ead softly : angels are near us. Through the 
grated window the light streams feiiitJy upon a little pallet, 
where, sweet as a dream of heaven, lies a sleeping babe ! Over 
its cherub face a smile is flitting. The cell has no other occu- 
pant ; angels only watch the slumbers of tlie prison-cradled. 
The place is holy. I stoop to kisa its forehead. From the 
crowd of women pacing up and down the guai-ded gallery, one 
glides gently to my side, saying, half proudly, half sadly, "Tis 
(TOji babe," 

"It is so sweet, and pure, and holy," said I. 

The mother's lip quivered; wping away a toai- with her 
apron, she said, ia a choking voice : 

" Ah, it is little the likes of you, ma'am, know how hard it 
IS for us to get the honest bread ! " 

God be thffliked, thought I, that there is one who "judgel^ 
not as man judgetli ; " who holdeth evenly the scales of justice ; 
who weigheth against our sins the whirlpool of our temptations, 
who foigetteth never the countless straggles for the victoiy, era 
the desponding, weary heart shuts out the light of Heaven. 
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MRS. ZEBEDEE SMITH'S PHILOSOPHY. 

Dbak me ! how expensive it is to be poor. Every time I 
go out, my test bib and tucker has to go on. F Zebedee were 
worth a cool millioE, I might wear a coal-hod on my head, if I 
chose, with perfect impunity. There was tliat old nabob's wife 
at the lecture, tiie other night, in a dress that might have been 
made for Noah's great grandmother. She can afford it ! Now, 
if it Tians Itnives and forks, I mu*t sport a ten dollar hat, a forty 
dollar dress, and a hundred dollar shawl. If I go to a concert, 
I must, take the highest priced Beat^ and ride there and bacit, 
just to let " Tom, Dicli and Harry " see that I can afford it. 
Then, we m.ust hire the most expensive pew in the broad-aisle 
of a tip-top church, and give orders to the sexton not to admit 
any strangers into it who look snobbish. Then my little chil- 
dren. Napoleon Bonaparte and Donna Maria Smith, can't go 
to a public school, because, you linow, we should n't have to 
pay anything, 

Tlien, if I go shopping, to buy a paper of needles, I have to 
get a httle cbap to bring them home, because it would n't an- 
swer for me to be seen carrying a bundle through the streets, 
here one might do; and 
e tailor when they need a 
button sewed on, for the look of the thing. 
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Then, if I go to the sea-shore, in summer, I can't take my 
comfort, as rich people do, in ^ngham dresseiS, loose shoes and 
cambric sun-bonnets. No! I have to be done up by ten 
o'cloclt in a S\MSS-mitslin dress, and a French cap ; aud my 
Napoleon Bonaparte and Donna Maria c[m't go off the piazza, 
because the big rodts and little pebbles cut their toes so badly 
through their patent kid slippers 

Then, if Zebedee goes a fishing, ho dare not put on a 
linen coat, for the price of his reputation. No, inJeeil ! Why, 
he never goes to the ham-yard without drawing on his white 
kids. Then he orders the most ruinous wines at dinner, and 
fees those white jackets, till his purse is as empty as an egg- 
shell. 1 declare, it is abominably expensive. I don't believe 
rich people have the least idea how murh it co'-ts poor people 
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OPENING OF THE CRYSTAL PALACE. 

Suon a erowd, such a lush, sath a cuiilualon I never expect 
to sec again. Equeatrjans and pedestimns; omnibuses and 
carriages ; soldieia, civilians and unctml-s&ns \ carts and curri 
cles; city exquisites, and countiy nondescripts; znen on the 
run ; women tiptoe-ing, willi alt sails spread ; papas in a put- 
ter ; fet men sweltering ; lean men, vritli tampers ss sharp aa 
their hones, ruthlessly pushing througli the crowd ; musidans 
perspiring in tuuefid agony ; thennomefer evidently on a spree ; 
shirt-collars prostrate ; dust every wliere ; police nowhere ; ev- 
erybody ia somebody's way ; — whira — buzz — rattle — bang 

— crash -^ smash ; "Oh dear! where's Pa?" — "Sarah Ma. 
ria, take care of your flounces," — "Get out of the way, can't 
youV — " Take your cane out of my eye, will you?" — "Mr. 
Jones, just see the way that baby's best bonnet ia jammed ! " 

— " Hurry ! " — "I can^t hurry ; somebody has trod on my 
skirt, and burst off the hooks ; so much Ibr not letting me wear 
Bloomers ! What a figure I cut, to appear before the President, 
and no chance to apologize, Mr. Jones 1 " 

— Well ; it 'a eleven o'clock, and after several abortive at- 
tempts, we succeed in arresting an omnibus, labelled " for the 
Hippodrome and Crystal Palace." Away we go — dashing 
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tiirough lie crowd, rcgardlc^ of limbs, veliieular or human. 
Broadway is lined, on dtber side, with a dense throng of 
questionable looking expectants, waitJng " to see the proces- 
sion." Short people are at a discount ; no diance for tlie poor 
wretches, striun and tiptoe it as &ej will. One tall man, who 
evidently knew tlie worth of his inches, seemed to think him- 
self too valuable to be let out all at once ; so, he elevated him- 
self, jack-screw fiishion, letlang out one link of his vertebral col- 
umn after another, until he towered above his neighbore liite a 
pine tree among scrub oaks. What altitude he finally reached, 
I am unable to say, as he was sfJU on his way up (like Jack's 
be^i-stalk) when our omnibus passed him. 

" Everything comes in use once in seven years," says the old 
proverb. I had oftai woadered of what earthly use could be 
the tottering brick-piles, which disfigure every block iu Broad- 
way. To-day, I was enlightened ; they served admirably as 
pcants of observation for the m.ore adventurous spectators, and 
eadi pile was covered with eager gazers. The windows over- 
looking Broadway were all filled with neatly dressed ladies, and 
as the eye swept through this magnificent lioroughfere, the rush- 
ing vehicles, tlie swaying, motley multitudes, the gMly di-essed 
ladies, the waving flags and banners which floated over the more 
public and prominent edifices, presented an ever varying pano- 
rama, that was &r from being the least attractive and impres- 
Mve feature of the day, 1 have often thought whea the people 
come out " to see a aght," that they themselves are fiir more 
imposing than what they came to see. 

On entering the Palace, we {my companion and I) found 
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OPEBIBB Off CRYSTAL PALACE. S65 

that all the most eligible seats were already occupied, and tliat 
what were loft were reserved for some man of straw and his 
wife. It was no use to show one's ticket " You must n't &t 
here!" — "Yon mustn't sit there!" — "You can't stand in 
that place!" — "Yon can't go therel" — "You can't come 
here!" — and so the throng went ibrlomly about and around — 
old men and maidens— heads of &milies — clergymen — ele- 
gant ladies — all °/3rts of people — seeking places whereon they 
might rest, and finding none We fiuiiUy resolved on action, 
sdzed a couple of hoxes ot woikmen's tools, emptied Ae con- 
tents on tiie floor, and coEverted the bo\es into comfortable 
seats, in the most commaniling position m the eastern gallery, 
notwithattaiding the impeitmont cxpo'*tulations of the resetted 
officers. 

Above US wa& the lofty stained dome, i most imposing fea- 
ture ; — flags of all nations waved from the latticed balconies ; 
beneath, tlie je^seled arms of ladies fiir gleamed and flashed 
in tlie sunlight. Directly below us was Marochetti's eijuestdan 
statue of Washington, of colossal proportions. Yeai^s ago, dear 
general, you rode into my young affeotions on that very horse, 
as represented on a ninepenny puinted cotton handkerchief, given 
me as a " reward of merit" for coiTecfly " declining to love" — 
(I wish I had always declined it !) In the immediate neighbor- 
hood, our eye rested on a gigantic statue of Webster. There 
were his features, certainly, all correct, by line and pluromet; 
but tvliere 's Ihe expression ? It was soulless and corpse-Iilte 
— it Med to magaetize me. 

An hour has passed ; our eyes are weaiy with gazing ; still, 
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110 President. The siiagera have taken tlieir plaees' — ^tlie organ 
lias emitted one or two premonitoiy subterranean grumbles, and 
tile platform is beginning to fill with lesser dignitories, Tlie 
richly-cushioned Presidential chair, hag been wheeled about 
in the most inviting locality; a huge bouquet is' placed under 
it by way of bait, but still the President does n't nibhle ! 
So we bide our time with what patience we may — though the 
thought of a glass of ioe-water, or a cake, occasionally quenches 
our patience and patriotism. 

Another hour has passed ! Even feminine curiosity cannot 
exist much longer on such unsubstantial aliment as pontifical 
robes and empty glitter. My companion is certainly a wizard ! 
He has conjured up some ice cream and cake:— now I shall 
have strength to cheer the President. Here he comes, God 
bless him ! You won't see a sight like that out of, America. 
The representative of a mighty nation — one of the mightiest 
on earth — receiving lie homage of expectant thousands, stand- 
ing without " star " or " order," oi' insignia of power, other than 
that with which the Almighty has stamped him. No " body 
guard," no hedging him in ft-om Hie people. It is sublime ! 

— Now the Bishop reads an eloquent prayer ; then follows 
an ode, sung to the time-honored tune of Old Mundred, echo- 
ing from hundreds of voices, through those deep naves, with 
such thrUling majesty that you feel as if wings were j 
irora out your shoulders, and you must soar ; and suj 
the song of the redeemed, sung by thousands and tens of thou- 
sands, before tiie great White Throne. 

Now the speeches commence — but as I sec a whole army 
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of reporters, dawn bdow, I shall use their ears instead of my 
own, and malte mj escape while an omnihns is to be had. 
Some day, when the Preadeat is not present to eelipse thein, I 
shall return and examine all the ch^ de'oeuvres of art here 
collected. 

— Stay ! here 's a pretty conceit I mnat look at, as we pass 
along out — a mock garden of moss and flowers, about the size 
of a lady's work table, from the CKiter of which plays a foun- 
tain of eau de cologne, beneath whose drops any lady can per- 
fume lier kerdiief en passant, » dainty invention for a boudoir. 
Need I say its birth-place is Paris. 

There 's the statue of the Amazonian Queen, startled by tlie 
sudden spring of a tiger at her horse's throat. Hartshorn and 
smelling salts, H^s alive/ — no; it is lifeless bronze, but so fiill 
of ■vitality and expression, it makes me shiver to look at it. 

Now my eye is arrested by an imposing group of Thor- 
walsden, " Christ and his Apostles." It is not my Christ. It is 
not He who said, " Suffer little children to come unto me." It 
is not He who said to the weeping Magdalen, " Neither do I 
condemn thee," It is not He who raised for the meek Mary, 
the dead Lazai-us. It is not He who, dying, cried, "Father, 
forgive them ; they know not what they do." It is a form, 
stem, unbending, forbidding. My heart refuses its aUegiance, 

But I fear I am weaiying the reader ; so, let me close by 
saying, that what astonished me more than anything else, was 
the appearance of four of the most consummate knaves in the 
world. They occupied conspicuous positions during the publio 
in fact, iill the time I was tliere. Indeed, I am 
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informed that they have heen in regular attendanop e^er since 
the Palace was opened, notwithstanding (hey are well Imown, 
not only to the police, but to the ofRcers of the e\lnbitioii. It 
is even whispered that the latter named genlJemen connive at 
their attendance, nnblushinglj bestow many attentions upon 
tJiem, and will, undoubtedly, permit them to be present during 
the entire exhibition. That the public may know and rec<^- 
nize them, I will give their names -. they are the North Nave, 
liie South Nave, the East Nave, and the West Nave ! 
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A LANCE COUCHED FOR THE 
CHILDREN. 

You have a prettj, attractive child ; she is warm-liearted and 
affectionate, but vivadous and fbll of life. With judicious man- 
agement, and a firm, steady rein, she 13 a very lovable one. 
You take her with you on a visit, or to make a calL You are 
busy, talking with the friend you went to see, A gentleman 
comes in and throws himself indolently on the sofii. His eye 
Mis upon little Kitty. He is just m the mood to be amused, 
and makes up his mind to banter her a little, for the sake of 
drawing her out. So he says — 

" Jemima, dear — come here ! " 

The child blushes, and regards him as if uncertain whether 
he inteiided to address her. He repeats Ms request, with a 
laugh. She replies, " my name is Kitty, not Jemima," wMch 
her tormentor contradicts. Kitty looks puzzled, ( just as lie In- 
tended she should,) but it is only for a moment. She sees he 
is quizang her. Well, Miss Kitty likes a frolic, if that is what 
he wants ; so she gjves him a pert answer — he laughs uproar- 
iously, and rattles fun round her little ears like a hail storm ; 
Kitty has plenty of answers ready for him, and he enjoys the 
sport amazingly. 

By-and-by, he gets weary, and says, — "There — run away 
34b 
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now, I 'm going to read the newspaper ; " but Kitty is wide 
awake, and has no idea of being cut short in tiat summary 
■way ; so she continues her Lilliputian attaclts, tUl finally he gets 
up and beats a despairing retreat, muttering, "what a veryrfis- 
agreeahh child." 

Mamma sees it all from a distance ; she does not interfere 
— no — for she believes in " Cluldren's Eights." Kitty was 
quiet, well behaved and respectful — till the %dsitor nndertook 
to quiz, and tease her, for his own amusement He wanl«d a 
ftohe — and he has had it: they who play with children musi 
take children's play. 
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A CnAPTEE ON 11 O LIS KK EKPIN G. 

I BEVBB couH see the reason why yovx smart houaekeepera 
must, of necessity, be Xantippes. I once had the misfbitune'to 
be domesticatecl duriog the Bumraer montlis with one of tills 
genus, 

I should like to have seen the adYentui'Ons spider that would 
have dared to ply his cunning trade in Mrs. Carrot's premises ! 
Nobody was allowed to sleep a wink ailer daylight, beneath 
her roof. Even her old rooster crowed one hour earlier than 
any of ber neighbors'. " Go ahead," was written on every 
broomstick in the establishment. 

She gave her husband his breakfast, buttoned up liis over- 
coat, and put him out of the front door, widi his feee in the di- 
rection of the store, in less time tliiin I've taken to tel! it. 
Then she snatched op the mx little Carrots; scrubbed their 
feces, up and down, without regard to feelings or noses, till 
they shone like a row of milk pans. 

" Clear the track?'was her m.otto, washing and ironing days; 
She never drew a long breath till the wash-tubs were turned 
bottom upwards again, and every article of wearing apparel 
sprinkled, folded, ironed, and replaced oa the backs of their 
respective owners. It gave me a stitch in the ade to look at 



.■..Google 



373 A CHAI^TBH OH U0O8EKEEPI1TO. 

As to her " cleamng days," I never had courage to witness 
one. I used to lie under an apple trc« in tte orchard, till she 
was through. A whole platoon of soldiers would n't have 
frightened me so mudi as tliat virago and her mop. 

YoTi should have seen her in her glorj on " baking days ; " 
her sleeves rolled up to hei" ann-pits, and a long, check apron 
swathed around her bolster-lilte figure. The great oven glow- 
ing, blazing, and sparkling, in a manner very su^estive, to a 
lazy sinner, like myself. The inte^inoble rows of greased pie- 
plates ; the pans of rough and ready gingerbread ; the pots of 
pork and beans, in an edifying state of progression ; and the 
immense embryo loaves of brown and wheaten bread. To my 
innocent inquiry, whether she thought the latter would " rise," 
she set her skinny arms akimbo, marched up within kissing 
distance of my face, codced her head on one ride, and aslted if 
I iJiought she looked like a woman to be trifled with by a loaf 
of bi'ead ! " The way I settled down info my slippers, with- 
out a reply, probably convinced her lliat I was no longer skep- 
tical on that point. 

Saturday evening she employed in winding up everything 
that was unwound in fhe Louse — the old entry clock induded. 
From that time till Monday morning, she devoted to her hus- 
band and Sabbatical exercises. All I have to say is, it is to be 
hoped she carried some of the fervor of her secular employ 
nients into those halcyon hours. 
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BAIiNUM'S MUSEUM. 

It is jjossible that every stranger may suppose, as 1 did, on 
fii'st approaciuKg Bamum's Museum, that flie greater part of 
its curiosities are on the outside, and haye some fears that its 
internal ■will not eq^ual its external appeiffaiice. But, after cross- 
ing the threshold, he will soon discover his mistake. The first 
idea suggested will perhaps be that the view, flx>m the windows, 
of the motley, moving throng in Broadway — the rattling, 
fchunderiiig carte, carriages and omnibuses — tlie confluence of 
tJie vehicular and human tides which, fix>m so many quarters, 
come pouring past the museum — is, (to adopt the language of 
advertisements,) " wortit doul le the piii,e of admisdon." 

The visitor's attention will ucqueitionably be nest arrested 
by the "Bearded Lady ol 'Switzeiland" — one of the most 
curious curiosities evei pi-esenttd 4. card, in pleasant jwxta- 
portion to the "lady," lokvpjs the giatifyiiig intelligence that, 
" Visitors are allowed to touch the beard." Not a man in the 
throng lifts an investigatmg finger ! Your pel^etration, Madame 
ClofuUia, does you infinite credit. You knew well enough that 
your permission would be as good as a handculT to every pair 
of masculice wrists in the company. For my own piH-t, I 
Bhould no more meddle with your board, dian with Moiis. Olo 
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374 barmum's museum. 

fullia's. I see no feminity in it. lis shoe-brusli aspect puts 
me on my deeorum. I am glad you rMsed it, however, just to 
show Bamum that there is something " new under the sim," 
and to convince men in general that a woman can accomplish 
alx>ut anyliiing she imdertakes. 

I have not come to New York to stifle my inquisiliveness. 
How did you raise that beard 1 Who shaves first in the morn- 
ing? you, or your husband? Bo you use a Woman's Rights 
razor 1 Which of you does the sjlrap-piag ? How does your 
baby Itnow you from its &ther? Wliat do you think of us, 
smooth-faced asters 1 Do you (between you and me) prefer 
to patronize dreas-maters, or tailors "i Do you sing tenor, or 
alto ^ Are you master, or ruisteess of your husband's affec- 
tions? — Well, at all events, it lias been something in yom'neu- 
tral pocket to have " tarried at Jericho till your bwird was 
grown." 

— What have we here? Canova's Venus. She is exqui- 
sitely beautiful, sending there, in her seulptui-ed graces ; but 
where 's the Apollo ? Ah, here 's a sleeping Cupid, which is 
better. Mischievous little imp ! I 'm off before you walce ! — 
Come we now to a petrifactioa of a horse and his rider, crushed 
in the prehensile embrace of a monstj-ous serpent, found in a 
cave where it must have lain for ages, and upon which one's 
imagination might pleasantly dwell for hours. — Then, here are 
deputations from China-dom, in the shape of Mandarins, ladies 
of quality, servants, prieste, &c., with their chalky complexions, 
hucldeheiTy eyes and shaven polls. Here, also, is a Chinese 
uimmal, pd(.hed into a barrel, with a hole in the lid, from which 



.■..Google 



his head prolrudea, aiid hvo at the sides, from whence liis help- 
less paws depend. Poor Min Yung, you ought to reflect on 
the error of your ways, tiiough, I confess, you 've not much 
chance to j'oojs-iaate. 

Here iii-e snakes, insects, and reptiles of every d^oription, 
corlted down and pinned up, es all such gentry should fae, — 
niostofthem, I perceive, labeled in themaseulinegender! Then 
there 's a " bear," the thought of whoso hug makes me utter an 
involuntary pater noster, and ding closer to flie arm of my 
guide. I teil yoa what, old Bruin, as I hope to travel, 1 trust 
you Ve left none of your cabs behind. 

— Here is a group of Suliote chiefe, and in their midst Lord 
Byron, with his shirt upside down ; and here is the veritable 
carriage that little Victoria used to ride in, before the crown of 
royalty fretted her iiur, girlish temples. Poor little embryo 
queen ! How many times since, do you suppose, she lias longed 
to step out of those bejeweled robes, drop the burdens state 
imposes, and throw her weary limbs, with a child's careless 
abandon, on those silken cushions, free to laugh or cry, to sing 
or sigK 

— Then, here's a collection of stufled birds, whose rainbow 
plumage has darted throu^ clustering foliage, fostered in othet 
latitudes ftian ours. Nearly every spedes of beings that crawl, 
or fly, or walk, or swim, is here represented. And what hide- 
ous- monsters some of them are ! A " pretty kettle of fish," 
some of the represenfetives of the finny tribe would make ! I 
once thought I would like to he buried in the ocean, but I dis- 
carded that idea before 1 had been in the museum an hour. 1 
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should n't waut such a " scaly set " of creatures siviinming in 
the same pond with me. 

— I had nearly foi^otten to mention the "Happy Family." 
Here are animals and birds which are the natural prey of each 
oliier, living together in such pleasant harmony as would make 
a quarrelsome peraon blush to look upon. A sleek rat, proba- 
bly overcome by the oppressive weather, was gently dozing— 
a cat's neck supporting his sleepy head in a most pillow-ly man- 
ner. Mutual Yows of friendship had evidently been exchanged 
and ratified by these natural enemies. I have not time to men- 
tion in detml the many striking instances of fraternization among 
creatures whichhave been oonrndered eadi other's irrecondlable 
foes. Suffice it to saythat Barnumand Noah are dieonlymen 
on record who have brought about sttch a state of harmonic 
antagonisms, and tliat Bamum is the only man who has ever 
made money by the operation. 

— Heigho ! time Ms us to explore all tiie natural wonders 
gaUiered here, from all climes, and Sands, Mid seas, by the en- 
terprise ofpei-haps the only man who could have compassed 
it. We turn away, leaving tiie greater portion unexamined, 
with an indistinct remembrance of what we have seen, but with 
a most distinct impression that the " getting up " of Creation 
was no ordinary afiHr, and wondering how it could ever have 
been done in ax days. 



.■..Google 



A FEEN KEYEEIE. 

Dear me, I must go shopping. Siiopping is a nuisance : 
derks are impertinent : feminity is victimized. Miserable day, 
too : mud plastered an inch thick on lie side walk. Well, if 
we di'op our skirts, gentlemen cry " Ugh ! " and if we liil them 
from the mud, they level tkeir ey&-glasses at our ankles. The 
true definition of a gentleman (Hot found in incomplete Web- 
ster) is — a biped, who, of a muddy day, b perfectiy oblivious 
)f anytiiog but the shop signs, 

Vive la France ! Ingenious Parisians, send us over your 
clever invention — a chain suspended from the girdle, at the 
end of wMch is a gold Tiamd to dasp up the superfluous length 
of our promenading robes ; thus releaang oiu' human di^ts, 
and leaving them at liberfy to wrestle with rude Boreas for the 
possession of the detestable little sham bonnets, whidi the mil- 
liners persist in hanging on the backs of our necks. 

Well, here we are at Call & Ketchum's dry-goods store. 
Now comes the tug of war : let Job's mantle fiiU on my femi- 
nine shoulders. 

" Have you Uue silk 1 " 

Yardstick, entirely ignorant of colors, after fifteen minutes of 
snail-like research, hands me down a sUk that is as green, as 
himself. 
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Oh ! away with tiese stupid masouline clerks, and givi 
women, who know by intuition wliat we waiit, to the ii 
saving of oiir lungs and leather. 

Here 's Mr. "nmothy Tape's establishment. 

" Have you lace collars, (in. points,) Mr. Tape i " 

Mr, Tape looks beneficent, and shows me some rounded col- 
lars. 1 repeat my request in the most pointed manner for 
pointed collars. Mr. Tape replies, with a patronizing grin ; 

"Points is going out. Ma'am." 

"So am I." 

Dear me, how tii'ed my feet are ! nevertheless, ! must have 
some merino. So I open the door of Mr. Henry Humbug's 
dry-goods store, which is about half a mile in length, and in- 
quire for the desired artiGle. Young Yai'dsticlc direcfs me to 
the counter, at the extreme end of the store. I commence my 
travels thitherward through a file of gaping clerks, and arrive 
there just ten mimites before two, by my repeater ; when I am 
told " tiiey are quit* out of merinos ; but won't Lyonnese cloth 
do just as well ^ " pulling down a pile of the same. I rush out 
in a high state of &eozy, and, taldng refuge in the next-door 
neighbor's, inquire for some stodrings. Whereupon the derk 
inquires (of the wrong customer,) "What price 1 wish to pay?" 
Of course, I am not so verdant as to be caught in that trap ; 
and, teetotolJy di^usted with the entire institution of shopping, 
I drag my weary limbs into Taylor's new sidoon, to rest 

Biess me ! what a display of gilding, and girls, and ^nger- 
bread ! what a heap of mirrors ! There's more than one Pam- 
KT !Fbrk in the world. I found that out since I camn in. 
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" What win yoii be pleased to have ? " J-u-1-i-u-s C-te-s-a-r ! 
look at that white-aproned waiter pulling out his snuff-box and 
taking a pinch of snuff right over 6iat bowl of white sugar, that 
will be handed me in five minutes to sweeten my tea ! And 
there 's another combing his hair with a pocketKionib, over that 
dish of oysters, 

" What will I have 1 " Starve me, if 1 11 have anything till 
I can find a cleaner place than this to eat in. 

Shade of old Paul Pry Boston ! what do I hear 1 Two — 
(well I declare, I am not sure whether they are ladies or wo- 
mea ; I don't understand these New York feminities. At any 
rate, they wear bonnets, and are telling the waiter to biing 
them " a bottle of Maraschino de Zara, some sponge-cake, and 
some brandy drops I " See them sip fJie cordial in their glasses, 
with the gusto of an old toper. See their eyes spailde and 
thdr cheeks flush, and just hear their emandpated little tongues 
go. Wonder if their husbands Imow that they — ^but of course 
they don't^ However, it is sis of one and half a dozen of the 
other. They are probably turning down sherry eotblers, and 
eating oysf«rs, at Florence's ; and their poor hungry children 
(while their pareats are dainty-izing) are coming home hungry 
from school, to eat a fragmentary dinner, picked up at home 
by a lazy set of servants. 

Heigho ! Ladies appingwme in a puljljc saloon ! Pilgiim 
rodt ! hide yourself under-^ound ! Well, it is very shocking 
the number of married women who pass their time ruining 
their health m these saloons, devouring Parisian confeolionaiy, 
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and tainting tJioir children's blood with an appetite lor strong 
drink. Oh, wliat a mockery of a home must theirs be! 
Heaven pity the children reared there, left to the dianee train 
ing of vicious hirelings. 
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APOLLO HYACINTH. 

"Thbek is no 1 

I doh't sBclorse that seatiment. I am aequ^ntcd with Apollo 
Hyacinth. I have read his prose, and I have read his poetry ; 
and 1 have cried over both, till my heart was as soft as my 
head, and my eyes were as red as a rabbit's. I have listened 
to him in public, whea he was, by turns, witty, sparkling, sa- 
tirical, pathetic, till I could have added a codicil to my -will, 
and left him all my worldly poaaesaions ; and possibly you 
have done the same. He has, perhaps, grasped you cordially 
by the hand, aad, with a beaming smile, urged you, in his mu- 
sical voice, to " call on him and Mrs. Hyacinth ; " and you 
have called : but, did you ever fiad him " in ? " You have in- 
vited him to visit you, and have received a "gratified accept- 
Mice," in his elegant chirography ; but, did he ever come ? He 
has borrowed money of you, in the most elegant manner possi- 
ble ; and, as he deposited it in his beautiful purse, he has as- 
sured you, in the choicest and most happily chosen language, 
(hat he " should never forget your Itindness ; " but, did he ever 
■payt 

Should you die to-morrow, Apollo would write a poetiatl 
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obituary notice of yoii, which would raise the price of pocket- 
handkerchiefe ; but should your widow call on him in the 
course of a month, to solicit his patronage to open a school, slie 
would be told " he was out of town," and that it was " quite 
uncertaia when he would return." 

Apollo has a lai^e circle of relatiYes ; but his " Iceenness of 
perception, and deep love, of the beauUfid" are so great, that 
none of them exactly meet his vie\TS. His " moral excellence," 
howevef , does not prevent his maldng the most of them. He 
has a way of dod^ng them adroitly, when they call for a re- 
ciprocation, either in a business or a social way ; or, if, at any 
time, there is a necessity for inviting them to his house, lie does 
it when he is at his cowUry r^dence, where tiejr greenness 
will cot be out of place. 

Apollo never says an uncivil thing — never ; he prides him 
self on that, as well as on his perfect knowledge of human nar 
ture ; therefore, his sina are all sins of omission. His tastes are 
very exquisite, and his nature peculiarly sensitive ; consequent- 
ly, he cannot bear trouble. He will tell you, in his elegant 
way, that trouble " annoys" him, that it "bores" him ; in short, 
that it unfits him for life — for business ; so, should you hear 
that a friend or relative of his, even a brother or a sister, wa-s 
in distress, or persecuted in any manner, you could not do 
Apollo a greater injury (in his estimation) tiian to inform him 
of the ikct. It would so grate upon his sensitive spirit, — it 
would so "iuinoy" him; whereas, did he not heai- of it until 
the fi-ieud, or brqthei-, or sister, were relieved or buried, he 
could manage the matter with bia usual urbanity and without 
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the slightest draught upon his exquisitely Bensltive nature, by 
simply writing a pathetic and elegant note, expressing the keen- 
^ r^ret at not having known " all about it" in time to have 
" flo^ra to the asastanee of his dear" &o. 

Apollo prefers friends who can stand grief and annoyance, as 
a rhinoceros cmi stand flies — fiiends who can hear their own 
troubles and all his — friends who will stand betiveen him and 
everything disagreeable in life, and never ask anything in re- 
turn. To such friends he clings witb the most touching taia^ 
dty — as long as he can use them ; hut let their good name be 
assailed, let misfortune once overtake them, and his " moral 
excellence" compels him, at once, to ignore tlieir existence, 
imtil they have been extricated from all their ti'oubles, and it 
has become perfectly safe and advantageous for him to renew 
the acquaJntance. 

Apollo is keenly alive to the advantages of soda] position, 
(not having always enjoyed them ;) and so, his Litany reads 
afler this wise ; From all questionable, unfashionable, unpre- 
sentable, and -vulgar pei'sons, Good Lord, deliver us ! 
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SPOILED LITTLE BOY. 

p-p-plnm p-p-purtding 1 " 

Miserable little Pitcher ! Take your fiats out of your 
eyes, and know that tiiousands of gvowii-up pinafore graduafes, 
are in the same Slough of Despond with your epicurean Lilli- 
putian-«hip. Having washed the platter dean of every crumb 
of " common fixins," they are left with cloyed, but taQtalizing 
dedres, for the spectacle of some mocking " plum pudding." 

" Caw'< eaf yov,r 'pudding ! " 

Why, you precious, graceless young glutton ! you have the 
start of ne, by many an aeke-T. I expect to furnish an appe- 
tite for every " plum pudding " the fetes are kind enough to 
cook for me, from this time till Teba Napoleon writes my 
epitapL 

Infetuatcd little Piichcr ! come sit on my knee, and take a 
little advice. Don't you know you should only take a nibble 
out of each dish, and be parsimonious at that ; always leaving 
off, be the morsel ever so dainty, before your little jadtet but- 
tons begin to tighten ; while from some of the dishes, you 
should not even lift the cover ; taking aunt Fanny's word for 
it, that their spicy and stimulating contents wOl only ^ve you 
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SPOIXED LITTLE EOT. ^85 

a pain uiidei' your apron. Bless youv little soul, life's " bill of 
fere " can be spun out as iagenioualy as a cobweb, if you only 
understand it ; aiicl then you can sit in the comer, in goocl di- 
gestive order, aad catch your flies ! But if you once get a sur- 
feit of a dainty, it takes the foriii of a pUl to you, ever after, 
unless the knowing cuistnier di^uise it under some novel pro- 
cess of sugaring ; and sadder still, if you exhaust youreelf in 
the gi-atificaljon of gw^s appetites, you will be bereft, of your 
feciilties for enjoying the pure and heavenly delights which 
" Our Father" lias provided as a dess&rt for his children. 

25b 
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A "BROWN STUDY"~SUGGESTED BY 
BEOWN VAILS. 

" Wliy win ladles wear Uioae ugly brown ™as, mliich lout like tlio iiiml edge of 
Abuck^vbeat cakaf Wo vote foe g^6e^ onea." — E^i^nJumge. 

Mb. GniTie : Why doa't you hit upon something ohjcc- 
tionablc? Sucli as Ihe pasaoa which stout ladies liave for 
wearing immense plaids, and whole stories of flounces ! Such 
as tliin, bolster-iika looking females wearing narrow stripes ! 
Such asbmnettesjglidingrouud like ghosts, in pale blue! Such 
as blondes Wowing out like dandelions in bright yellow ! Such 
as short ladies swathing up their little &.t necks in volumin- 
ous folds of sha,wl3, and skingh women, rejoicing in strips of 
mantles ! 

Then the gentlemen ! 

Yoin- stout man is sure to get into a frock coat, with baggy 
trowsers ; your May-pole, into a long-waisted body-coat, and 
" continuations " unnecessarily compact ; your dark man looks 
like an " east wind " daguerreotyped, in a light blue nedi-tie ; 
while your pink-and-white man looks as though he wanted a 
pitcher of water in his face, in a salmon-colored or a black one. 

Now allow me to suggest. Your (hln man shoiUd always 
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dose tlie thorax button of his coat, and the last two at his 
WMStband, leaving the intermediate open, to give what he needs 
— more l^readth of chest. Your stout man, who has almost 
always a nice arm and hand, should have his coat sleeve a per- 
fect fit from the elbow to the wrist, buttoning ilm-e iightly — 
allowing a nice stiip of a white linen wristband below it. 

I mideretand the architecture of a coat to a charm ; know as 
quick as a flash whether 't is all right, the minute I clap my 
eye on it. As to vests, I call myself a connoisseur. ''Stocks " 
arc only fit for Wall Street ! Get yourself some nice silk neck- 
ties, and ask your wife, or somebody who knows something, 
to lon^tudinize them to your jugular, Tlirow your colored, 
embroidered, and ruffled shirt-bosoms overboani; leave your 
cane and cigar at home ; wear a pair of neat, dark gloves ; sport 
an immaculate pocket-handkerchief and dicky — do n't say 
naughty words — ^ve us ladies the inside of the walk — speak 
of every woman as you would wish youi" mother or i/ovr aster 
spoken of, and you 11 do ! 
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INCIDENT AT THE EIVE POINTS 
HOUSE Oi" INDUSTKY. 

To be able to appreciate Mr. Pease's toils, and sacrifices, 
and selPdenying labors at the Five Poi»ts House of Indus- 
try, one must Tisit the locality : — one must wind through 
fliose dirty streets and alleys, and see the wrecke of hu- 
manity that meet him at every step ; — he must see children 
so dirty and squalid that thay scarcely i^sembJe hwmnn beings, 
playing in filthy gutters, and using laaguage that would curdle 
his blood to hear from childhood's lips ; — he should see men, 
" made in God's own image," brutalised beyond his power to 
imagine ; — he should see women (girls of not more than twen- 
ty years) reeling about the pavements in a state of beastly in- 
toxication, wiUioiit a trace of feminity in their yicious feces; — 
he should pass tie mm shops, where men and women are quar- 
reling and fighting and swearing, while childhood listens and 
learns ! — he should pass the second-hand clothes cellars, where 
hard-featured Jewish dealers swing out fitded, refuse ganneats, 
(pawned by starving virtue for bread,) to sell to the needy, 
hnlf-nated emigrant for his last penny ; — ^lie should see decayed 
frait and vegetables which the most ravenoiB swine might well 
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Foot twice over before devouring, purchased as daily food by 
Uiese poor creatures; — he should see gentlemen {?) tlireading 
these streets, not to make all this misery less, God knows, but fo 
sever tlie last threacl of hope to ^rhich many a tempted one is 
despairingly clinging. 

One naust see ^1 this, before ho can form a just idea of the 
magnitude and importance of tlie work that Mr. Pease has sin- 
gle-handed and nobly undertakHi ; remenabering that men of 
wealth and influence have their own reasons for using that 
wealth and infiuetice to perpetuate this roodem Sodom. 

Oae should spend an. hour in Mr. Pease's house, to see the 
constant drafts upon his time and strength, in the shape of calls 
and messages, and espedally the applications for relief that hie 
slender purse alas !■ is often not able to answer; — he should 
see his unwearied patieace and activity, admire the kind, sym- 
pathetic heart — ^unaffected by tie toil or the frowns of tempo- 
rizing theorists — ever warm, ever pitiful, ^ving not only " the 
cramhs from his table," but often his own meals to the 
hungry — his own wardrobe to the naked; — he should see 
ilm, and go away ashamed to have lived so long and done bo 
little to help the mmmed, and sick, and lame, to Bethesda's 
Pool. 

I will relate an inddent which occurred, some time since, at 
the House of Industry, and wMcb serves as a fiiir sample of 
d^ly occurrences there. 

One morning au aged lady, of respectable appearance, caJled 
at die Mission House and enc[uired for Mr. Pease. She was 
tdd that he was engaged, and asked if some one else would not 
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do as well. She said, respectfiilly, "No ; my business is -with 
him ; I wili wait, if you please, till he can see me." 

Mr. Pease immediately came in, when the old lady com- 
menced her story : 

"I came, sii-," said she, "in behalf of a poor, iinfortiinate 
woman and three little chUdrea. She is living now " — and 
the fears dropped over her wrinltled feee — " in a bad place in 
Willetstreet, in a basement Thei'e are rum shops all around 
it, and many drunken people about the neighborhood. She 
has made out to pay the rent, but has bad no food for the poor 
little children, who have subsisted on what they could manage 
to beg in the day time. The landlord promised, when she 
hired the baaement, to put a lock on the door, and make it 
comfortable, so that 'the Croton' need not run in; but he 
got his rent and tic lolch p mseaidl ylaent ■«* n 
him since." 

" Is the woman retpettable ^ e qu re 1 Mi Peise 

" Yes — no — not exactly said the poo old l<idy v lently 
agitated, "She was Tell br git p Sle has giodiewt 
MT, but a had head a d tie bouble has d scoura ed 1 er 
Poor Mary' — yes sr it must ha^e been tie t mble — for I 
know her heart is good s r 1 — tears hokel tlie oil hdy a 
utterance. Recoyering herself, she continued : 

" She had a kind husband once. He was tlie father of her two 
little girls ; six yeara ago he died, and — the poor thing — oh, 
sir, you don't know how dear she is to me!" and burying her 
aged fiice in her hands, die sobbed aloud. 

Mr. Pease's kind heart interpreted the old lady's emotion, 
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without the pain of an explanation. In the weeping woman be- 
fore him he saw the mother of the lost one. 

Yes, she was "Mary's" mother. Poverty couid not chill 
her love; Lhame and the world's scorn had only filled her 
with a God-liks pity. 

After a brief pause, she brushed away her tears and went on : 

" Yes, sir ; Mary was a good child to me once / sho respect- 
ed religion and religious people, and used to love to go to 
church, but lately, sir, God knows she has almost broke my 
heart, Last spring I took her home, and the three dear chil- 
dren ; hut she would not listen to me, and left without t^Ilmg 
me where she was going. I heard that there was a poor 
woman living in a basement ia Willet street, with three chil- 
dren, and my heart told me that that was my poor, lost Mai'y, 
and there I found her. But, oh, sip — oh, sir" — and she sob- 
bed as if her heart were brealcing — " simA a place ! My Mary, 
that I used to cradle in these arms to sleep, that lisped her lit- 
tle evening prayer at m.y knee — my Mary, drunk in that ter- 
rible place ! " 

She was gettjng so oigitated that Mr. Pease, wishing to turn 
the current of her thoughts, asked her if she herself was a 

member of any church. She said yes, of the street 

Baptist Church. She said she was a widow, and had had one 
child beside Mary — a son. And her face lighted up as she 

" Oh 9U-, he was such a Jlne lad. He did all he could to 
make mo happy ; hut he thought, that if he went to California 
he could make money, and when he left he said ' Cheer up, dear 
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moLher ; I 'II como tacit and give my money all to you, and 
you shall never work any more.' " 

" I can see him now, sir, as he stood tliere, with his eye l(in- 
dling. Poor lad ! poor lad ! He came back, liut it was only 
fo difc His last words were, ' God will care for you, moHer — 
Iknowit — when I 'm gone to Heaven.' Oh! if 1 eonid have 
seen nay poor girl die as he did, before she became eo bad. 
Oh, sir, woviV you talte her here ? — toonh you try to make her 
good % — ean't you raalce her good, sir ? I can't give Mary up. 
Nobody cares for Maiy now but me. Won't you try, sir?" 

Mr. Pease promised that he would do ail he could, and sent 
a person out with the old lady, to visit " Mary," and obtain 
particulars : he soon returned and corroborated all the old la. 
dy's statements. Mr, Pease then took a friend and staited to 
see what could be clone. 

In Willet street is a rickety old wooden building, filled to 
overfiowii^ with the very reiiise of humanity. The basement 
is lighted with two small windows half under ground ; and in 
tiiis wretched hole lived Mary and her children. As Mr. Pease 
descended the steps into tbe room, he heard some one say, 
" Here he comes, grandmother ! he 's come — he 's come ! " 

The door was opened. On a pile of rags in the comer lay 
Maiy, " my Mary," as the old lady tearfidly called her. 

God of mercy ! what a wreck of beautiful womanhood ! 
Her lai^e blue eyes glared with maniac wildness, under the in- 
fluence of intoxication. Long waves of wiburn hair fell, in bm- 
glcd masses, over a form wasted, yet beautiful in its graceful 
outlines. 
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Poor, lost Mary 1 

« Such a place ! " as her mother had, weeping, said. Not a 
table, or chair, or bedstead, or artide of furniture in it, of any 
description. On the mantle-piece stood a beer-bottle with a 
half burnt candle in its nose. A few broken, dirty dishes stood 
upon the slielf, and a quantity of fililiy rags lay scattered 
round the floor. 

The grandmother was holding by the hand a sweet child of 
eight years, with large, bright eyes, and auburn hair (like poor 
Maiy's) tailing about her neck. An older ^rl of twel¥e,with 
a sweet, Madonna fece, that seemed to light up even i/tat 
wretclied place with a beam of Heaven, stood near, bearing in 
her MTHs a babe of sixteen months, -whicli was not so large sa 
one of eight months should have been. Its little hands looked 
like bird's daws, and ife little bones seemed almost pierdug 
the. skin. 

The old lady went up to her daughter, saying, " Mary, dear, 
this is the gentleman who is willing to take you to his house, if 
you will try to be good," 

" 'Get out of the room, you old hypocrite," snarled the in- 
toxicated woman, "or 111 (and she dutdied a hatchet 

beade her) — ni show you ! You are the worst old woman 
I ever knew, escept the one you brought in here the other day, 
and she is a fiead outiight. Talk to im about being ffood/ — 
ha— -ha" — and she laughed an idiot laugh. 

" Mother," said the eldest child, sweetly laying her Utile hand 
upon her arm, — " dear mother, do n't, please do n't hurt grand- 
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mother. She ia good and. kind to xis ; she only ■wants to get 
you out of this bad place, ■where you will be treated kindly." 

" Yes, dear mother, chimed in the younger sister, bending 
her little curly head over her, " mother, you said once you 
would go. Do n't iteep us here any longer, mother. We sa-e 
cold and hungry. Please get up and take us away ; we are 
afraid to stay here, mother, dear." 

" Yes, Mary," said the old lady, handing her down a faded, 
ra^ed gown, " here is your dress ; put it on, wont yon ! " 

Mary raised herself on the pile of rags on which she was ly- 
ing, and pushing tie eldest girl across the room, screamed out, 
" Get away, you impudent little fliing ! you are just like your 
old grandmother. I tell you all," said she, raising herself on 
one elbbw, and tosdng back her aubum hair from her broad, 
wlute forAead, " I fell you all, I never ■will go from here, never / 
I love this place. So many iine people come here, and we liave 
such good times. There is a gentleman who takes care of me. 
He brought me some candles, last night, and he says that I 
shan't want for anything, if I ■will only get rid of these trouble- 
some diildren — my husland^s children." And she hid her 
fece in her hands and laughed convulsively, 

" You may have them" she continued, " just as soon as you 
like — baby and all! but I never will go from this place. I 
love it. A great many fine people come here to see me." 

The poor oM lady wrung her hands and wept, while the chil- 
(trrn dung round their grandmother, ■with half-averted feces, 
trembling and silent. 

Mr. Peaso sdd to her, " Mary, you may either go wiljj mo, 
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or I'll send for an officer and have you earned to tlie station- 
housa Which will you do ? " 

Mary cursed and raved, but finally put on the dress the old 
lady handed her, and consented to go wlfh them. A caiTiage 
waa soon procured, and Mary helped inade — Mr, Pease lift- 
ing ill the baby and the two little girls, and away they started 
for the Pive Points House of Industry. 

" Oh, mother ! " exdoimed lie younger of the girls, " how 
very pleasant it is to ride in this nice carriage, and to get away 
Irom that dirty place ; we shall be so happy now, mother ; and 
Edith and the baby too : see, he is laughing : he likes to ride. 
You will love sister Edith and baby, and me, now, wont you, 
dear mother 1 and you wont flighten us with the hatchet any 
more, or hurt dear grandmother, will you 1 " 

Arriving at Mr. Pease's house, tlic delight of the little crea- 
tures was unbounded. They caught hold of their mother's fa- 
ded dress, saying, " Did n't we tell you, mother, tliat you would 
have a pleasant home here 1 Only see that nice garden ! you 
did n't have a garden in Willet Street, mother ! " 

Header, would you know that mother'^ after history ? 

Another " Mary " hath " bathed the Saviour's feet " with her 
tears, and wiped them with the hairs of her head. Her name 
is no longer written Mary Magdalma. In tiie virtuous home 
of her £^ed mother, she sits clothed in her right mind, " and 
her diildren rise up and call her hUssed" 
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NANCY PRY'S SOLILOQUY. 

aifthat is tiie bride, over at that winclow? Poor 
thing, how I pity her! Every thing in her house so bran new 
Euid fi-esh and uncomfortable. Furniture smelling liiie a ma- 
hogany coffin; eTery thing set up spick and span in its place; 
not a picture awry ; not a ch^r out of its orbit ; not a finger 
mark on the window panes ; not a thread on the carpet ; not a 
curtain fold disarranged ; china and porcelain set up in alpha- 
betical order in the pantry; bureau drawers fit for a Qualterj 
no stockings, to mend; no strings or buttons missing; no old 
rag-bags f« hunt over ; no dresses to re-fiounce, or re-tuck, or 
re-fashion ize ; not even a hook or eye absent; Sauce pans, pots, 
and kettles, fresh from lie "fumiBhing house; " servants fresh ; 
house as still as a ca1><»mered mouse; Nothing stirring, nothing 
to do. Land of Canaan ! I should think it would be a relief to 
her to hear the braying and roaring in Driesbach's Menagerie. 

Well, tliore 's one consolation ; in all human probability, it ia 
a state of tlijnga tha,t won't last long. 
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FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. 

" I lote Qui and ercry little oliild,"— BJo/ito-, 

I ■WOMDBB if I haye any little pioafore frieacls among the 
readers of Sh-n Leaves ? any little Nellys, or Katys, or Billys, 
or Johnnys, who ever think of Panny % Do you Itnow^ that I 
liko cMldren much better than grown-up people ? I should so 
like to liave a whole lap full of your bright eyes, and rosy 
cheeks, and dimpled shoulders, to kiss. I should like to have 
a good romp witli yoii, this very minute. I don't always keep 
this old pen of mine scratching. If a bright dond comes sailing 
past my window, I throw down my pen, toss up the easement^ 
and drinlt in the air, like a g'psey. I feel just as you do, 
when you are pent up in school, some bright summer day, 
^en the winds are at play, and the flowers lie languidly droop 
ing undcff the blue, arching sky ; — when ^e little butterfiy 
poises his bright wings on the rose, too full of joy even io sip 
its sweets ; — when the birds siog, because they can't help if, and 
tiie merry little swallow skims the ground, dips his bright wiog 
in the lake, circles over head, and then flies, twittering, back to 
his cunning little brown 'nest, uiider the eaves. On such a 
day, /should like to be your school-mistress. , I'd throw opai 
the old sohool-ixwrn door, and let you all out under the trees. 
You should coimt the blades of grass for a sum in addition ; 
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